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77. HEN Poctry lies vader fb 
8. general a Diſcouragement, 
it is a Preſumption to ap- 
pear as an Author, unleſs 
under the Protection of 
ſo Illuſtrious a Name, as Your ROA. 
HIleHxEss's. 

Neglected as Plays at preſent are, a 
Love of them will always be eſteem d 3 7 
Proof of an Elegant, and Refin'd Under ? 
| ſtanding: And it is a Juſtice due to Your * - | 

ROTAL HicnxEtss's Condeſcenſion, = 
that 22 frequent Appearance is Bor 
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wanting to Eſtabliſh once more, as Fa- 

.. ſhionable, a Taſte for Entertainments, 
the only Publick Ones, that carry in them 
any Inſtruction, 

Where ſo many. Amiable Qualities 
center, as in Your Ro YAL HIeHNESs, 
it is difficult to forbear the Praiſes they 
deſerve; yet whers.ſo much Delicacy is, 
I am fearful of giving Your RO YA 
HicHNtess too much Pain, by the 
Pleaſure in which I could indulge my ſelf 


on ſuch a Theme, 
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I an; 
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Tour RoYAL HIGHNESS's _- 


* Obedient, 


moſt Humble, 


and moſt Devoted Servant, 
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4 THE | 

HisTory of Periander, | 
| KinG of Corinth: 

Extracted from the moſt Authentick Greek and 


e hae 36+ 7 
'Latin Hiſtorians, 


And the Chevalier Ramſay's CYRUS. 


1 =. k A. 4 


By a Gentleman of Cambridge. 
IASEERIANDER was the Son of Cypſela: the U- 


| ſurper of Corinth, whom he ſucceeded in his Do- 
e minion and Tyranny. He was born in the laſt 
Lear of the twenty ninth Olyrhpiad, and teigu'd 
about forty four Years. - + . 
| He was at firſt indeed more mild than his Father, 
but afterwards having contracted a ſtrict Friendſhip with Thra- 
Auen Tyrant of Miletus, he became far more cruel. He 
lent one to conſult that Tyrant how he might manage his Af- 
fairs and govern the Corinthians with the greateſt Security. 
Thraſybulus carry'd the Ambaſſador out of the City into a Field 
3 of Corn, where he cut down and threw away all the talleſt 
;* Blades, till he had thereby deſtroy'd the beſt and faireſt of the 
Wheat. When he had done this quite thro' the Field, he diſ- 
miſs'd the Ambaſlador without any other Meſſage. 
| At his Return, Periander was earneſt to know Thraſybulus's 
*. Anſwer, but he aſſur'd him he had receiv'd none, and won- 
| Tring that he ſent him to ſuch a Madman as deſtroy'd his own 
Goods, he related what Havock he had niade in the Corn-field: 
A 3 Friander 


* 

ii The Hiſtory of PERIAM DR, 

Periander preſently imagin'd that Thraſybulat by this Action, 
advis'd him to put the molt eminent Citizens to- Death, without 
Diſtinction of Friends or Foes : And in Diogenes Laertius we 
finda Letter from Thraſybulus to Periander which ſhews that he 
was very right in his Conjecture; therefore he exercis'd all man- 
ner of Cruelties in Corinth, and by Death and Baniſhment ex- 
tirpated thoſe who had eſcap'd the Fury of his Father. 

Some Authors, particularly Diogenes Laertius, aſcribe the In- 
vention of moſt Ways whereby I yranny is eſtabliſt'd and kept 
up, to Periauder: They will have it that he was the firſt Prince 
that was attended with arm'd Men for his Guard, of whom 
Sx#das ſays he had three hundred, and that to prevent the Corin- 
yu from caballing againſt him, he forbad them) to keep any 

rvants, invented ſomething every Dayto keep them employ'd, 
and fin'd thoſe whom he ſaw loytering in the publick Places. 
He alſo invented Veſſels with three Benches of. Oars which he 
ufed in both Seas, and attempted to dig the I hmus off from 
the Continent. 

It is juſtly obſerv'd by M. Bayle, that tho' Periander was rec- 
Kon'd one of the ſeven wiſe Med or Greece, it had been better to 
have placed him among the moſt wicked Men that ever liv'd: 
For beſides his other Acts of Tyranny, he ftripp'd the Corinthian 
Women of all their rich Attire, to enable him to make a Gol- 
den Statue which he had vow'd to the Gods. He committed 
Inceſt with Cratea his own Mother, kill'd his Wife Meliſſa, 
the moſt beautiful, -virtuous, and couragious Princeſs of her 
Time; caus'd his Concubines to be burnt becauſe their Calum- 
nies had exaſperated him againſt her, and diſinherited and baniſh- 
ed his youngeſt Son Lycophron, becauſe he lamented the Death 
of his Mother. Laertras ſays, that his Wife's true Name was 
Lyfis, tho' he call'd her Meliſa; and Atbenæus, that he firſt fell 
in Love with her ſeeing her in a Peloponneſian Dreſs in her Pet- 
ticoat-without a Gown, giving Drink to her Father's Work- 
men. W : 

. Herodotas tells us, that when he had kill'd his Wife Melifa, 
© He found that Calamity attended by another. She left him 
* two Sous, one of Seventeen, and another of Eighteen Years 
© of Age, whom Procles dent for to his Court, and careſs'd 
© with great Tenderneſs. When he diſmiſs'd them, he ſaid, Do 
yon know, Children, who kill d your Mother e Cypſelus the elder, 
made no Reflection on theſe Words; but the younger, whoſe 
© Name was Lycopbron, returning to Coriutb full of Reſents 
© ment, and deteſting the Murtherer of his Mother, diſdain'd 
6 either to ſpeak to his Father, or ta make any Aniwer to the 
© Queſtions he ask'd; 'till at laſt Periauder in a great Rage 
* turn'd him out of doors; and afterwards inquir'd of the elder 
Brother, what Diſcourſe they had heard from Procles. He 
| « acquainted 
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© nequainted him, Tum they had bern receiv'd by Progles in the 
k indeſt Manner, not giving the jeaſt Hint of the Words he 
fd at rheit Departare, becauſe they had made no Impr eſſion 


an his Mind: But Periender inſiſting that Procles had un- 
© douttediy given him ſorne Inſtructions, ply'd him with ſo ma- 


(Queſtions, that at laſt the young Man recolicted, and re- 


1 
4 


© Heart, that he refolv'd to treat his Son without the Jeaſt In- 
© Jolgerice, and forbad the Perſons that had given him Recep- 
tion to harbour him any longer. CLycapiron being remov'd 
from this Houſe, retit'd to another; and being et pen d from 
© themce in like manner, by the Menaces and poſitive Com- 


_ © mands of Periasder, he betook himſelf to a third, where he 


© was received ad the Son of Periander, tho? the Perſons con- 
© cern'd were rot without Fear of the Father's Diſpleaſure. Ax 
© laſt, Persavder, by an Edict, forbad all Perfons, to emtertain 
© or converſe witk him, under Penalty of a certain Fine to be 
+ apply'd wo the Temple of Apollo. Upon this, every Body 
«© Gumning bis (Company, he reſolv'd to repair to the pubtick 
Places, - without making any farthet Tryal of his Friends in 
fuch defperme Ci es. 

Hat on the fourth Day after this Refolution, Periauder 
« finding him disfigut d bby Want and Nattineſs, began to rolent, 
and approaching him with Compaſtiom, ſaid, © Son, Had'ft 
* thou rather lead this wretched Life, than qualify thy ſelf, by 
« Obeying me, for the Enjoyment of all my Power and Riches ? 
« Thon who art my Son, and & Prince in the rich City 
„ of Corinth, haſt choſe a vagabond Life, by difobeying and 
« .exaſperating me: For that Misfortune which ſo much trou- 
« les thee fits the heavier at my Heart, becaute the Fact was 
« perpetrated by my own Hands. Therefore, as 1 doubt not that 
« thou haſt ſufficiemly learnt, by this time, how much better 


Lis co be envy'd than pity'd, and how :prejudicial it is to pro- 
„ voke aParem, anda Man of Power, I give thee Leave to 


return Home. | 
To this Admonition Lycophron made no other Anſwer, 


than that he had incurr'd the Penalty of his own Edict bx 


« ſpeaking to him. So that Periander perceiving his Son's in- 
© curable Obſtinacy, ſent him by Sea to Corcyra; which was a 
© Patt of his Dominions ; and then made War with Procles. 
Laertiut mentions an Epiſtie which Periander ſent to Procles, 
as follows. We unwillingly committed that Crime upon 
Mrliſſa; but if 'you. willingly alienate my Son's Affection 
% from me, you do unjuſtly, therefore, either foften his Mind 
* towards me, of I ſhall revenge this Injury. I have ſatisfy'd 
“% Melifa, by burning the Garments of all the Women of Co- 
© rinth, to her Honour. bh ;: 

pas * A 4 f At 
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the Wards to his Fathet, who laid them ſo much to 


ere 
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At length Periander growing old, and perceiving he cou't 
© no longer attend the Adminiſtration of publick Affairs, he 
© ſerit for Lycophron from Corcyra, to take the Government 
4 _ him, becauſe Cypſelus his eldeſt Son was a Fool; but 
© Lycophron wou'd not vouchſafe to give the Meſſenger an Au- 
© dience. Nevertheleſs Periander, (till fond of the young Man, 
© ſentanother Meſſage to him by his own Daughter, Lycophron's 
« Siſter, thinking ſhe might prevail with him to return. | 
© At her Arrival ſhe accoſted him in theſe Terms: © Child; 
« ſaid ſpe, hadft thou rather ſee thy Father's Dominions fall 
into the Hands of others, and our Family utterly deſtroyed, 
than return to Corinth, and take Poſſeſſion of all? Come a- 
„ way from this Place, and ceaſe to puniſh thy ſelf. Obſtinacy 
e js an inauſpicious Quality: Think not to cure one Evil by 
% another. Many have preferr'd Equity before the Rigour of 
« Juſtice; and many have loſt their Paternal Inheritance by 
„ purſuing a Maternal Claim. A Kingdom is an uncertain Poſ- 
e ſeſſion, courted by numerous Pretenders. Thy Father is old 
« and infirm: Let nothing therefore prevail with thee to aban- 
« don to others the Advantages which belong to thy ſelf. 
Thus ſhe preſs'd him with theſe Exhortations, as ſhe had 
© been inſtructed by her Father. But Lycophroz refuſing to com- 
« ply, aſſur'd her he would never return to Coriuth, till he 
© heard their Father was dead. 
With this Anſwer. his Siſter departed ; and having inform'd 
© the Father of what had paſſed, he ſent a third Meſſage by a 
© Herald to acquaint his Son, that he himſelf deſign'd to retire 
* to Corcyra; and commanded him to return in order to take 
© immediate Poſſeſſion of the Government. To this Propoſat 
* Lycophron conſented; and as Per iander was preparing to re- 
move to Corcyra, and his Son to Corinth, the Corcyreans in- 
© form'd of the Deſign, and unwilling to receive Periander in- 
© to their Country, put the young Man to Death. To revenge 
£ this Murder, Periander form'd a villanous. Deſign againſt the 
© Inhabitants of the Iſland Corcyra ; which was, to ſend their 
* Youths to Alyattes King of Sardis, to be caſtrated; but the 
* Ships which carried thoſe innocent Victims putting into Sa- 
© mos, the Boys were ſav'd from the Miſery to which he had 
« deſtin'd them. | 75 a 
Diogenes Laertius does not ſpecify the Number of thoſe 
Lads, but Herodotus ſays they were no leſs than three hundred; 
of the beſt Families in the Iſland. 
1 J he manner of their Preſervation is thus recorded by Hero- 
O0FRS .' +. |; | 1 
When the Corinthian Ships which tranſported them were 
* drove upon the Iſland Samos, the Inhabitants of that Ifland 
© knowing for what purpoſe they were bound to Sardis, _— 
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© the Boys to take Sanctuary in the Temple of Diana; and 
«© forbad the Corinthians to ule any violent Means to remove 
© them; becauſe they were under the ProteQion of that Goddels. 
When the Corinthians refus'd to give. them Suſtenance, the. 
* © Samians, on that Account, inſtituted a Feſtival, which they 
l obſerve to this day: For at Night, while the young Suppli- 
„ cants were in Dianas Temple, they aſſembled the Lads and 
Laſſes of their Iſland to dance, and gave them certain Cakes 
* © to throw to the Crowne Youth, while they were dancing, 
f for their Support. This Practice they continued till the Co- 
' © riuthians, weary of attending, thought fit to depart from Sa- 
mot, leaving the Youths, whom the Samians ſent home to 
( Corcyra. | | 
In order to make the Hiſtory of Periauder as compleat as 
poſſible, we ſhall add the following Account from the Travels 
of Cyrus. | 
| Piriander's Father, Cypſelzs, after having reign'd above thirty 
Years, and ſatiated his Paſſions, began to be troubled with Re- 
morſe, reflected with Horror upon his Uſurpation, and reſolv'd 
to free the Corinthians from their Slavery; but Death prevented 
him. A little before he expir'd, he call'd his Son Periander to 
him, and made him ſwear to reſtore his Countrymen to their 
Liberty : But the young Prince, blinded by his Ambition, 
quickly forgot his Oath ; and this was the Source of all his Mis- 
ortunes. | 
. The Corinthians ſought to deſtroy him, and roſe in Arms a- 
gainſt him ſeveral times; but he ſubdued the Rebels, and 
ſtrengthen'd his Authority more and more, particularly by his 
Marriage with Mela the Heireſs of Arcadia. 
Several Years after that Marriage, Periander declared War a- 
gainſt the Corcyreant, and put himſelf at the Head ofhis Troops. 
The Corinthians revolting again in his Abſence, Meliſſa ſhut her 
ſelf up in the Fortreſs, vigorouſly ſuſtain'd the Siege of it, and 
3 ſent to demand Succour of Procles, King of Epidaurus, who 
had always ſeem'd a faithful Friend to Periander. 
But Procles, who had long form'd a Project of extending his 
Dominion over all Greece, took Advantage of this Juncture to 
ſeize Corinth, which he conſider'd as a City very proper to be the 
Capital of a great Empire, and therefore came before it with a 
numerous Army, and took it in a few Days. | 
! Meliſſa, who was ignorant of his Deſigns, open'd the Gates 
of the Fortreſs, and receiv'd him as her Deliverer, and the 
Friend of her Husband. 1 
Procles being Maſter of Corinth, fix'd his Reſidence there, and 
gave Periander to underſtand that he muſt content himfelf with 
reigning at Corcyre, which that Prince had juſt conquer'd. 


4 s 1 6 a Meliſſa 
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vi Te Hiſtory of Prktanves, 
Meliſſa — found thit Uſurpation was not the only Crime 
of which Procles was capable. He had entertain'd a violent 
Paſſion for her, and he try'd all Means to Eatisfy ft. Aſter ha- 
ving in vain employ d both Careſſes and Menaces, he inhnmanly 
caus'd het to be ſhat up with her Son Lycepbron in a high Tower, 
ſituate upon the Borders of the Sea. 

In the mean white, Periander was inform'd of Proriei's Trea- 
chery, and of his Love for Mehiſſa. He was at the ſame time 
aſſur d, that ſhe had not only favour'd the Tyrant's perfidious 
Detigns, but anſwer'd his Pafſion. | 

The King of Corinth liften'd too exfily to theſe Calumnies. 
Jealouſy took Poſfeffion of his Heart, and he yielded himſelf up 
to its Fury. He equipped a great Fleet and embark'd for Co- 
rinih, before Procles con'd put himſelf in a Poſture of Defence. 
He was juſt entring the Port, when a violent Storm roſe and 
diſperſed his Ships. 11 who knew not Periander's Senti- 
ments, was actually blefimg the Gods for her approaching De- 
liverance, when ſhe ſaw part of the Fleet perifh before her Eyes. 
The reſt, being driven on the Coaſt of Africa, were there caſt 
away, but that Veſſel only in which Prriander was, eſcapd the © 
Fury of the Tempeft. | J 

He return'd to Corcyra, where he fell into a deep Melancho- 
ly. He had Courage enough to bear tp under the Loſs of his 
Domitrtons, but he con'd not ſupport the Thoughts of Melia 
imagin'd Crime. Her he had lov'd, and her only; but ſuch was 
the Wezde of His Grief, that it almoſt diſtracted him. 


Mean while Mellſſu, who was ſtill ſhut up in the Tower, 'F 


thought Periander was dead, and wept for him bitterly. She 
ſaw herſelf expos'd afrefh to the Inſalts of a barbarous Prince, | 
Who had no Horror at committing even the greateſt Crimes. 
White fhe was imploring the Help of the Gods, and conjuring | 
them to protect her Innocence, the Perſon under whoſe Charge 
Procles had left het, being touch'd with her Misfortnnes, enterd 
the Priſon, triform'd her that Periander was living, and offer d 
to conduct her: with her Son to Corryra. They all three eſcap'd 
by a ſabterraneons Paſſage, travell'd all Night thro' By-ways, ! 
and in a few Days got out of the Territory of Corinth; but they | 
wander'd long upon the Coaft of the ÆAgean Sea, before the; 
con'd paſs over to Corcyra. 48 

Procles, mad with Rage and Deſpair at the Efcape of the 


Queen, contriv'd Means to confirm Periander in his Suſpici- i 


ons, and to give him Notice that Meliſſa wou'd very ſoon ar- 

rive in the Iſland of Corcyra, in order to poyſon him. Ihe an- 
fortunate King of Corinth liſten'd with Greedinefs to every 

Thing that might in flame his Jealoufy, and redouble his Fury. | 

lo the mean while, Meliſſa and Lycophros arcived with their 

Guide at Corcyra, and halten'd to ſee Periander: He was not | 
in 
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iin his Palaee, but in a gloomy Foreſt, to which he oſten retir d 
I co indulge bis Grief. As ſoon as he ſees Melifa at a great Di- 
I ſtance, Jealouſy and Fury ſeize his Mind. He runs towards 
her, ſhe ſtretches out her Arms to receive him; but as ſoon as 
> © he comes near her, he draws his Dagger, and plunges it into 
| her Boſom. She falls with theſe Words, 4% Periaider ! 5s @ 
1 ſo that you reward my Love and Fidelity * She wou'd have pro- 
ceeded, but Death put an End to all her Misfortunes; and het 
Soul flew away to the Ein Fields, there to receive the Res 
* compence of her Virtue. 3 
N ſees his Mother ſwimming in her Blood, melts - 
to Tears, and cries out; Revenge, juſt Goal, Neveme the Death 
F an innocent Mother apon a barbarous Father, whom Native 
| has forbid me to . ! This ſaid, he ran into the Wood, and 
wou'd never ſee his Father more. I he faithful Corint hias who 
had accompany'd him to Corryra, let Periander then know the 
Innocence and Fidelity of Meliſſa, and all the Miferies which 
: Procles had made het ſuffer in her Imprifonment. 
Y The wretched King perceiv'd his Credulity too late; gave 
way to his Deſpair, and ſtabb'd himfelf with the ſamePoighnard; 
but the Stroke was not mortal. He was going to lift wp dis 
Arm a ſecond Time, but was with-held. He threw himſeir 
upon the Body of Melzſſa, and often repeated thefe Words: 
Great Jupiter! complete by thy Thunderbolt the Puniſhment which 
Men hinder me from finiſping! Ab Melifla | Melifla! ob he 
1 zendereſt Love to have concluded thus, with the moſt barbarots 


Ty, | Craely! 

he As he utter'd theſe Words, he endeavour'd to tear open his 

de, Wound, but was hinder'd, and conducted to his- Palace. He. 
es. continu'd to refuſe all Conſolation, and reproach'd his Friends 

ng with Cruelty, for ſeeking to preferve a Life which he abhert'd. 

There was no Way to calm his Mind, but by repreſenting 

rd to him, that he alone cou'd punith the Crimes of Procles. This 

r'd Hope quieted him, and he ſuffer'd himſelf to be cur'd. 5 

pd — ſoon as his Health was reſtored, he went among all his 

Js, Allies, repreſenting his Diſgraces and Affronts. The Thebavs . 
ey lent bim Troops. He beſieged Corinth, took Proctes Prifoner, 

hey and facrific'd him upon Meliſſas Tomb. 


| But Lycophron temain'd ſtill at Corcyra, and refus'd to return 
the to Corinth, that he might not fee a Father who had murder'd a 
ICE virtuous Mother, whom he tenderly lov'd. | | 

ar- Periander dragg'd on the reſt of his unhappy Life, wichout 
un- Þ etjoying his Grandeur. He had ſtabb'd a Wife whom he ador'd. 
er He lov'd a Son who juſtly hated him. At length, he reſolv'd 
ſy- to lay down his Royalty, crown his Son, and retire- into the 
beit Iſland of Corcyra, there for ever to lament his Misfortnnes, and 
oy expiate the Crimes he had committed, Purſuant to this Delign, 


[-L) 
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he order'd a Veſſel to Corcyra to fetch Lycophron Home, in- f 
ſtructing the Meſſenger to perſwade him to return to Corinth, 3 h 
by telling him that his Father wou'd ſet him on the Throne. He 
flatter'd himſelf that he ſhou'd pacify the Prince's Hatred by this u 
Sacrifice, and was already preparing to place the Diadem on his 8 
Head: He was impatient for his Arrival, and often went to t! 
the Sea-ſide. The Ship at length appear'd : Periander ran with k 
Eagerneſs to enibrace his only Son ; but how great was his Sur- f 
prize and Grief, when he beheld Lycophron in a Coffin! 
The Corcyreaxs groaning under the Yoke of Periander, whoſe © i 
Cruelties they abhorr'd, had revolted ; and to extinguiſh for ever 1 t 
the Tyrant's Race, the Son was made the innocent Victim of 
their Enmity againſt the Father. Theſe barbarous Iſlanders aſ- \ 
ſaflinated the young Prince, and ſent the dead Body in the Veſ- b 
ſel, as a Teſtimony of their eternal Hatred. : ec 
Periander ſtruck with this ſad Spectacle, enters deeply into 12 
himſelf, diſcovers the Wrath of Heaven, and cries out, 7 have 
n 
4 
t] 


> 
Ly 
4s 
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violated the Oath made to a dying Father. I have refuſed to re- 
ſtore Liberty to my Countrymen. O Meliſſa! O Lycophron! O 
vengeful Gods ! I have but too well deſerv d all theſe Calamitiet 
which overwhelm me! He then appointed a pompous Funeral, 
and commanded all the People to be preſent at it. b 
At the Head of the Proceſſion march'd ſeveral Players upon 
Flutes, who increas'd the publick Sorrow by their plaintive 
Sounds. A Company of young Girls bare-footed, their Hair 
diſhevell'd, and cloath'd in white long Robes, ſurrounded the 7 
Bier, and melted into Tears, when they ſang the Praiſes of the 1; 
Dead. A little after, follow'd the Soldiers with a flow Pace, 
a ſorrowful Air, their Pikes revers'd, and their Eyes upon the 
Ground. At their Head march'd Periander, a venerable old 
Man, with a noble and military Air, a tall and majeſtick Sta- 
ture, and bitter Grief painted on his Face. When they came 
to the Fortreſs, which was the Burial Place of the Kings, Pe- 
riander, firſt of all, pour'd Wine, Milk and Honey upon the 
Body of his Son, He then with his own Hands lighted the Fu- d 
neral Pile, upon which had been ſtrew'd [ncenſe, Aromatic Spi- 1] 
ces, and ſweet Odors. He remain'd mute, immoveable, and it 
with his Eyes drown'd in Tears, while the devouring Flames 
conſum'd the Body. After having ſprinkled the yet ſmoaking h 
Aſhes with perfum'd Liquors, he gather'd them together into 4 c 
golden Urn; and then making a Sign to the People that he was y 
going to ſpeak, he thus broke Silence. People of Corinth, the } I 
* Gods themſelves have taken Care to revenge you of my Uſurpa- J n 
tion, and to deliver you from Slavery. Lycophron ts dead, my | j 
* whole Race is extind, and I will reign no longer. Conntrymen, | - 
reſume your Rights and Liberties, | J in 


ks 


KI c of Corinth. „ 
As foon as he had ſaid theſe Words, he order'd all the Aſ- 
1- 4 fembly to retire, cut off his Hair to denote his Sorrow, and ſhut 
5, 3 himſelf up in the Tomb with his Son. | | 
le Cyras, who was preſent at Lycophron's Funeral Obſequies, 
nus underſtood ſome Days after, that Periander had ordered two 
is 3 Slaves to go by Night to a certain Place, and kill the firſt Man 
to they ſhonld meet, and then throw his Body into the Sea. The 
th 3 King went thither himſelf, was murder'd, and his Body never 
ir- found, to receive the Honours of Burial. Having given himſelf 
cover to a Deſpair beyond Example, he reſolv'd to puniſh himſelf 
in this Manner, that his Shade might continually wander upon 
the Banks of Szyx, and never enter the Abode of Heroes, 
of '* Laertins ſays, that he dy'd of exceſſive Melancholy in the laſt 
aſ- Year of the 48th Olympiad, and the Soth of his Age, and that 
eſ- being deſirous none ſhould know where he was bury'd, he thus 
3 contriv'd it. He commanded two Men to go to a certain Place 
ito at Night, and to kill the firſt Man they met with, and bury him: 
2e After them he ſent four to kill and bury the two; after the four, 
re- more: They obey'd his Order, and the two firſt kill'd Perian- 
1 der 5 . . 


tie The Corinthians erected an empty Monument for him with 
ral, this Inſcription, 


don & Periander lies within Carinthian Grou 
tive « For Power and Wiſdom above all renown' d. 
lair 3 | ; | 


the Laertius has this Epigram upon him; which Stanley has tranC- 
the lated in the following manner; = 


ace, 

the « At whatſoe'er ſhall happen be not ſad, 

old « Alike for all the Gods diſpenſe be glad. 

Sta- « Wiſe Periander did through Grief expire, 

_ L <« Becauſe Things did not anſwer his Deſire, 
e- 0 4 


the What a dreadful Series of Crimes and Misfortunes is the Rea- 
Fu- der here preſented with, and with what a manifeſt-Proof of the 
Spi- Diſorder into which falſe Religions throw the Minds of Men, 
and 4 inſtead of correcting their vicious Inclinations 
mes We ſee a Tyrant believing in the Gods, yet daring to pollute 
king 4 himſelf with Inceſt and Murders. We ſee him making a Vow 
of a golden Statue to the Gods, and fulfilling it with a moſt 
was |} unjuſt Robbery, a Violence which next to that done to their 
„the 3} Honour, is the moſt grating to the Sex on which it was com- 
$ mitted. — What a flaming Inſtance is here of the vindictive 
uſtice of Heaven, in extinguiſhing the Tyrant's whole Family! 
The Husband ſtabs his Wife, rebellious Subjecis aſiaſſinate the 
innocent Son, and the King procures his own Murder. 


Periau- 
4 


my 
zen, 


x De Hiſtory of PERIAN DER, Oc. 
Periander, (ays P{atarch, peing became 3 Tyrant by pn here- | 


ditary Diſeaſe deriy'd to him hy his Father, cndeavaur'd io 
page himſelf of it as much as poflible, by a Converſation with | 


en who were celebrated for their Wiſdom. To this Purpoſe | 


he ſent an Epſſtle ta the Sages of Greece, when they met at Dy/- F 
bi, inviting them to come to his Houſe at Corinth. | 

They came to him accordingly, and he yas aſſgciated in the 
Number of the Wiſe Men, who, ſays Plætareb, were griging]- » 


Iy no more than five; but that afterwards, G{robu/45, Tyrant 
of Lindus, and Perjauder, Tyrant of Corinth, who had neither 
Virtue nor Wifdom, yet by the Greatneſs of thgir Power 
Multitude of their Friends, and the Obligations they con 


End they alſo ſpread abroad Sentences and remarkable Sayjy 


1 


| ler 
upon their Adherents, forc'd a Reputation, and thruſt them- 
ſelves violently into the Number of the Wiſe Men, To this 


2 4 
thropghout all Greece, the very ſame which others had 8 4 


Fore, who were therefore much diſpleas'd, F. wou'd nat ex- | 


poſe their Vanity, nor publickly diſpute that Title with Perſons 
of ſo mych Wealth and Power; but meeting dender at Del 4 

bs, after ſome private Debate, they conſecrated E, the fifth 
Ictter in the Alphabet, to teſtify to the Gog af that Temple | 
that they were no more than Five, and th 


at they rejefted and 
excluded the Sixth and Seventh. Laertius ſays Periauder wrote 


2000 Verſes of Moral Iuſtructions, ſo that the Attribute of 
Wiſe appears to have been conferr'd on him, not in reſpe& ta || 
his Actions, but his Sentences, of which there are many record- 
gd in Plttarcb, Auſopius and Laertige, 1 


1 


PRO-| 


the By a FRIEND. Spoken by Mr. Ryan. 


; [7 HEN Precepts fail d to move an impious Age, 

nd © And Threatnings but proveR'd th Offender's Rage, 
rd ben the few Wiſe who taught, or warn d Mankind, : 
m- .The fruitleſs, good, unwelcome Task reſigu d, 

tys De Muſe reſentful, arm'd in Virtue's Cauſe, 

— And brought Example to enfurce her Laws, 

ex- 3 The Good, and Bad, from dark Oblivion drew, 

AS . And gave the living Leſſons to our View, 

er n. Slave and Tyrant ſhew'd, degenprate Race ! 

Equal in Guilt, and equal in Diſgrace, 

ind But taught the truly Great, who Praiſe declin'd, 

ote Mere Merit hides, Reward at length will find; 

Fix d as they ſeem, at one ſurpriſing Turn, 

ed The Wretch may triumph, and the Haughty moarn. 


, From the ſad Tale our Author now prepares, 
"Ti Too fatally this dreadful Truth appears ; 

| At firſt the falſe imperfect Scene delights, 
Succeſsful Robber of a People's Rights ! 

See him by Crouds ador d, of Pow'r poſſeſt, 

Nay more, in virtuous Love ſincerely bleſt ! 
Wait one fhort Moment, and the Blaze is done, + 
And Horror cloſes what in Guilt begun. 


. See the falſe Flatt'rer masRd in Friendſhip's Name, 
While blackeſt Miſchiefs are his only Aim, = 

This Fiend can male yon for a Tyrant weep, 

And wonder Hell it ſelf can wound ſo deep. 
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F With Patience and with Candonr now attend, 
Lei each diſplay the Critick, and the Friend, 
O- dna Antbor's famt Attempt your Hearts to move, 
, By your Attention, and your Smiles approve. 
Drama- 


Dramatis Perſons. 


MEN. | 
Petiander, King of Corinth, Mr. Quin. 
ILycophron, His Son, Mr. Clarke, | 

| Procles, King of Epidauruss Mr. Ryan. 1 


Ariſtides, Friend to Periander, Mr. Milward. || — 


To of the greateſt Men } 
Zeno, | in Corinth, Conſpiring to | Mr. Hulet. 


reſtore the ancient Form 
Alcander, ++ 2a wala | Mr. Chapman. 


5 WEL 


Hypſenor, A pretended Friend 3 
F Periander's, but a br (Me Walker. 
ture of Procles. 


Lycon, Governor of the Tower, Mr. Ogden. 
The General of the Thebans, Mr. Haughton, 


WOMEN, 


Meliſſa, Queen of Corinth, Mrs. Buchanan, 
Clarinda, Her Confident, Mrs. Templar. 


Guards, Ge. 
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ACT-T SCENE T 
Zeno's Houſe, 


Enter Zeno, to him Alcander. 
LEN 0, 


CEE ELCOME, my worthy Friend; 
SY . my Soul has pin'd, 

And mourn'd in ſecret for the Want 
of thee; 

FIC y Heav'n, I find, I am but half 

i n 

When thou, my better Part, art abſent from me: 

For I, like Lovers, with Impatience wait, 

Each Moment think an Age 'till you return, 

# Alc. Friendſhip, thou greateſt Happineſs below! 

The World wou'd be a Deſart, but for thee; 


And Man himſelf, a nobler ſort of Brute: 


J Wherefore did Heav'n our God-like Reaſon give? 
To make the Charms of Converſation ſweet z 


B To 
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To open and unboſom all our Woes: b 
For Life's ſure Med cine is a faithful Friend. 18 
I wov'd (but *tis not in the Pow'r of Words) 
Expreſs with how much Warmrh I love my Zone. 1 
Zen. But hold! no mere! too precious is the Time! 4 
Our Lives and future Fortunes are at Stake, 11 
And all depends on this Important Hour: 30 
The King will ſhortly with his Army march E 
To fight the Corcyreans; Gallant Men! 81 
That dare to ſtand againſt a Tyrant's Pow'r; 14 
Now. reſolutely fixt to pay no more U 
A Tax, that brands em with the Name of Slaves; 
But rather chuſe the lighter Ills of War, 
Than tamely yield their Fortunes, and their Lives, 
To the diſpoſal of a Tyrant's Hand, __ -- Ab 
O City! worthy of a better Fate! | Ar 
You firſt inſpir'd my Soul with generous Thoughts! 
Oh Corinth / oh my too much injur'd Country! | 


I cou'd in Tears of Blood lament for thee. Ih 

Alc. How art thou funk from all thy former Glory! He 
This is the Fruit of Corinth's Luxury, "Of 
That Nurſe of Tyranny ! that Bane of Virtue! ne 
Where-c'er th inſinuating Poiſon ſpreads, It 
Our Senſe it weakens, ſinks us into Brutes, rn 
It plunges us in Sloth, in Poverty, Pha 
In Guilt, Conuption, Slayery and Ruin. Ane 

Zen. Can it be juſt, that One ſhould reign alone, for 
And lord it uncontroul'd o'er thouſand Slayes? Put 
Can it be juſt, a Creature, ſuch as this, 12 
A Man of Paſſion, and of Frailties made, Por 
Shou'd to another nobler than himſelf To1 


Say, Not 


Say, Wretch, it is my Pleaſure you ſhou'd dye? 
Alc. Who has nor heard how in one dreadful Day, 
The Tyrant ſhed the nobleſt Blood in Corinth? 
Loo fatally he knew what Thraſibulus, 

Infernal Wretch ! meant by his cruel Emblem; 

For when he cropt the tall aſpiring Flow'rs, 

He ſpoke too plain, that our aſpiring Youth 
Shou'd in their Bloom be cropt: rhe Tale is told! 

/ And Heads of Men that were their Country's Glory, 
With Rage implacable were ſtrait lopt off; 

* nd we, alas! we are the poor Remains, 
Meſery'd perhaps to grace ſome other Scaffold. 
Zen. Know that my eager Soul is all on fire, 
burn to ſet my ſuff'ring Country free, 

\nd give the ancient Liberty to Corinth, 


A 
% 


1 f Alc. Hear then the Progreſs that my Zeal has made. 


have long ſince a faithful Friend employ'd, 
1 hat he might ſound the Temper of the People. 
171 e tells me that ſome ancient Spark remains 
Pf their Forefathers' Love for Liberty; 
Ind that their abject State, and numerous Wrongs, 
t length have kindl'd in their Souls a Flame, 
That ſhall inſpire the Slaves to noble Acts, 
Phall rouze em from their Lethargy to Life, 
And make 'em vindicate the Cauſe of Nature; 
» For 'twas with Freedom to this World we came, 
Put poorly we ſubmitted to be Slaves. 
Zen. Be ſpeedy then, nor ſuffer em to cool: 
Nor what's ſo fickle as the People's Breath? 
Now hot, now cold, and all as Chance directs. 
Say, ot more Inconſtant is the Breath of Air, 
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That blows one Moment, and the next is calm. | 
For fear their languid Reſolutions faint, E 
We'll tell 'em, that the nobleſt Sons of Corinth 14 
Will head 'em inſtantly, and lead em on, * 
To Life, to Glory, and to Liberty. J. 
Alc. The Crowds ſhall bleſs us as we paſs along, L 
And with one general Acclamation, cry, 1 
Behold the great Reſtorers of our Liberty! 1 
Our Names ſhall reach beyond Mortality, 4 
And be a Pattern for each Age to come. ¶Exeunt. « 
JA 

SCENE The Palace. l 
Enter 88 with Attendants, at one Door; 10. 0 
Queen, Clarinda, and her Train, at another. 44 
Per. Oh my Meliſſa! Charmer of my Soul! | N 
Believe, what now by ev'ry God I ſwear, FN 
That from thy: Preſence I ſhall always feel & 
Such Tranſports, ſuch Emotions in my Breaſt, T] 
As when theſe Eyes firſt on thy Beauties gaz'd. TT 
To the parcht Earth not warm refreſhing Show'rs, [. 
To Northern Climes the Sun's enliv*ning Beams, , 
Or golden Fields of Corn, to wiſhing Swains, Jw 
Can half that Joy, that Satisfaction give, 110 
As when the lovely fair Meliſſa comes Tar 


To glad, to cheer her Periander's Soul. | 

Queen. By the ſame awful Pow'rs of Heav'n I ſweal * 
That the firſt time my Eyes were bleſt with thine, Fr; 
J found a yielding Softneſs in my Heart. 1 


% 


Ev. 
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1 Ev'n all the Pomp and Splendors of a Court, 
All the vaſt Wealth that Eaſtern Monarchs boaſt, 
1 Wou'd look with fading Luſtre in my Eyes, 
If ſhar'd with any other Man but thee. 
Per. My Country calls aloud for my Revenge, 
1 Bias me redreſs the Wrongs Corcyra gives, 
I ſhou'd be poorly wanting to my Fame, 
If I their Inſolence ſhou'd tamely bear: 
Vou muſt ſupport my Abſence for a while; 
nt. But oh, believe, what, from my Heart I ſpeak, 
Not Mothers, when their Infants from their Arms 
q By the rude Soldiers cruel Hands are torn, 
| Feel half thoſe bitter Agonies of Woe, 
As at this Moment ſtrike me to the Soul. 
Qucen. Oh, oh, the Torture of that Word, Farewel! 


th Oh my b Soul ! too much I fear, 
Thar after all our Flow of Happineſs, 


A. Scene of Woe will in its Place ſucceed, 
Nor Joy upon our future Meetings ſmile. 
Alas, when you are abſent from my Sight, 
Soon will each pleaſing Object loſe its Charms; 
The Sun will not with half that Luſtre ſhine 
The Flow'rs, that look with ſo much Beauty now, 
> That laugh at ev'ry vain Attempt of Art, 

As various as the Rainbow in their Colours, 
When you are abſent, all their Sweets will fade, 
Look dull, of ev'ry former Charm bereft; 

And droop, and hang their Heads, till you return. 
Per. Oh my Melia“ leave theſe gloomy Thoughts! 
WEUY Let Beams of Joy reflect upon your Mind. 
zes Th' Idea of your Face will give my Sword 
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A double Edge, will teach my Foes to know, 
What 'tis to tear me from thy fond Embrace: 
Believe me, with a Lover's Haſte I'll fly 
To meet my Queen, the Idol of my Soul. | 
Queen. To Heay'n, each Morn, I'll make my con» 
ſtant Pray'r, | 
That Guards Caoleftial may thy Life defend, 
And ſafe reſtore thee to my longing Arms. 
With Tranſport ſhall I view my Lycophron, 
The true, and pleaſing Image of his Father: 
May the propitious Deities aboye 
Make him the Heir of all thy Virtues too. 
Per. Oh thou compleateſt Pattern of thy Kind! 
Beauties thy Face, and Virtues grace thy Mind. 
In Wiſdom, like Minerva, ſprung from Jove; 
In Beauty, like the Paphian Queen of Love. 
W hen thou wer't form'd by the Almighty Hand, 
On Earth he plac'd thee with this great Command, 
Go, teach the World, what thou canſt prove alone, v 
Beauty and Virtue may be joyn'd in one. 4 
[ Drums and Trumpets without A 
But hark ! thoſe Martial Sounds ſummon me forth ; 
The Iron Hand of War, that Enemy 
To Love, and all its ſoft Endearments, parts us. [ ExitY xz 
[The Queen and Clarinda remain O 
Queen. My Mind's oppreſt with dark and gloomy 
Thoughts, 1c 
And not one gladſome Ray of Light remains; T 
Till now, each different Morn brought _—_ Jr 
Scenes 


Of Joy, but on the Precipice of Fate 
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I ſtand, and my next Step perhaps is Ruin. 
Clar. Oh grieve not at imaginary Ills: 
Why ſhou'd you thus foreſtall your Miſery? 
3 Unhappy but a Moment ere your time. 
n Queen. I ſtrive, but like a Child, that weakly tries 
To keep the nauſeous Med' cine off; Force ſoon 
The feeble Infant overcomes, and he's 
Compell'd to take the bitter Potion down: 
So do I, fruitleſs, ſtrive to ward the Blow; 
For human Life is chequer'd at the beſt, 
And Joy and Grief alternately preſide, 
The good and evil Demon of Mankind. 
Clar. Why ſhou'd you think that you are left * 
q Heay'n ? 
No, with paternal Care the Gods will guard, 
And keep each Danger from the Man you love. 
Queen. How have you form'd us, ye Immortal 
Pow'rs! 
e What! is this Ray of your Divinity, 
That faintly glimmers thro' our Earthly Frame, 
bout] And ſeems endu'd with more than natural Pow'r, 
15 To give us Warning of ſucceeding Tlls? 
S Clar. Think what a Round of Bliſs you have enjoy'd : 
Exit How Periander, fixt his Soul, intent 
nait On pleaſing you, each Thought, each Word, each 
on Look, 
Confeſs'd, that you without a Rival reign'd, 
| The only darling Idol of his Heart. 
tren J Think _ and be unhappy if you can. 


= Enter 


'P PERIANDER, 


Enter Meſſenger. 
Meß. Each Moment is too precious to be loſt: 
The rude tumultuous Crowd are now in Arms, 
Both Zeno and Alcander at their Head; 
They preſs with Fury to your Palace Walls. 
Ruin their Threat, Slaughter and Death the Word. 
[ Extt, 

Queen. Alas! the gather'd Clouds are burſt . * 

And Deſolation inſtant is at hand. 


At once the ſwelling Deluge pours upon us, 

With all its Horrors, doubl'd by Surprize, 

And Hope is loſt, ere Counſel can prevail. 

Is there no Means, no Chance of Safety left? 
Clar. There is, alas! but one Expedient now. 

With Expedition to your Fort repair, 

The Mad rebellious Rout ſhall ſtriye in vain; 

As ſoon the Waves may beat againſt a Rock, 

And make a Paſſage thro' its ſolid Maſs. 


Queen. What are my Crimes, ye Gods, 3 I'm al 
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thus left 
At once a Wretch abandon'd, and forlorn, 


And not one Friend to prop my ſinking Fortune? 
Hypſenor might have ſerv'd me, but he's abſent 
On ſome important Embaſly to Procles: 

Yet were he here, he's ſuch a Sycophant, 

That I ſhou'd think him bur a frail Support. 

His Words are tinctur'd ſtrong with Flattery, 
And *rwas his artful, fly, deceitful Tongue, 
Gain'd him a Place in Periander's Love. 


_ Clary, There is a Man of open Soul, that ſcorns 
| The 
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The little low Devices of a Court; 
Nor when he ſees the Errors of his Prince, 
Can meanly hide the Dictates of his Heart, 
And give a real Fault the name of Virtue. 

Queen. This muſt be Ariſtides; none but He 
Deſerves that perfect Character of Friend, and 
Him I wou'd truſt; nor wou'd he wrong that Truſt; 
But tho' he cou'd ſtand up ' twixt me and Ruin, 
7 . Yer ſtill it were unjuſt to wiſh him here, 
For he is now the Bulwark of his Lord, 
The Guide that leads my Periander ſafe 
Thro' all the Dangers that attend on War. 

Clar. Then to the Fortreſs for your Refuge fly. 
O be not thus Irreſolute, but haſte, 
And fave yourſelf, before Deſtruction comes. 

Queen. Thither this Inſtant let us both retire, 
And ſhew this giddy Rout, ſo prone to Change, 
What Reſolution in our Sex can do, 
W hen for a King and Husband both we fight. 

[ Exeunt, 


ooo 


SCENE The Street. 


Enter Zeno and Alcander with their Forces. 


Zen. Friends! Grecians  Countrymen ! 
Behold, the long-expe&ed Hour is come; 
The Deities have heard the Pray'rs of Corinth, 
And the hard Bondage, that you bore ſo long, 
he Like 
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Like Men, you ſeem reſolv'd to throw it off, 
The Champions ſor your Country's Liberty! 
Tis not for Foreign Conqueſt that we fight, - 
To make a Nation wretched as our ſelves: 
We wear a nobler Cauſe upon our Swords; 
Our All at Stake on this deciſive Day. 
Exert your ſelves like Men of freeborn Souls, 
That all Poſterity may bleſs your Names, 
And lateſt Times the Benefit may taſte. 
Alc. Where is the Man among this numerous 
Crowd, 
But finds his Heart prepar'd, his Mind reſoly'd, 
To conquer in this Cauſe, or brayely dye? 
If Heav'n permit our Country ſtill ro groan 
Beneath the laviſh Yoke of Tyranny, 
If we ſhou'd fail, then I am fixt on Death 
My Country quite engroſſes all my Soul, 
And in my Thoughts Life is a mean Concern. 
Zen. If we ſucceed, think what it is we gain; 
"Tis Liberty ! — Is there a Soul among you, 
That bounds not at its Call! But come, my Friends, 
Come, will you follow where your Chiefs ſhall lead? 
Let us this Inſtant march, and ſeize the Fort, 
Surpriz'd and unprovided take the Queen. 
Then Corinth freed, and reſcu'd by our Hands, 
Shall in her former Fame and Splendor ſhine; 
And be the dreaded Arbiter of Greece. 
Are you prepar'd to fight in ſuch a Cauſe ? 
1 Cit. Yes, Zeno, yesz you may our Swords 
command; 
Firm and reſoly'd for Liberty, we ſtand. 


Alc: 
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Alc. Let this then warm each Breaſt, and fire 
1 each Thought ; 
| ho" thro' the Paths of Death the Prize is ſought, . 
A Prize like this can ne'er be dearly bought. 


We, like our Grecian Anceſtors of old, 

Will in our glorious Courſe unweary'd hold. 
Tho' ten long Years our great Deſign retard, 
Freedom at laſt will be a full Reward. 


The End of the Firſt Act. 
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&CT EH SCENE L 


Alcander and Zeno, with their Party, 
beſreging the Fort. 


ZE No. 


JD O to the Queen, and tell her, that in vain 

ER She hopes Relief, for Heav'n and Fate are 
I ours, 

Yet in Compaſhon to her weaker Sex, 

We'll ſee her ſafe conducted out of Corinth. 

Bur if ſhe thinks an obſtinate Defence 

Her only Safety from approaching Fate, 

Then tell her, not her Sex's Privilege 

Shall ſcreen her from the Juſtice of our Swords. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Arm, arm, my Lord; the Town will be ſur- 
priz'd. 


The 
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The Epidaurians march in dread Array; 
' Procles himſelf the numerous Army leads. 
Alc. Oh curſt Event! diſaſtrous turn of Fortune! 
We fight not with domeſtick Foes alone, 
But with a King whoſe Pow'r ſo wide extends, 
It's far ſuperior ro each Grecian State : 
And oh! forgive the melancholly Thought, 
The Cloud that darkens ev'ry Glimpſe of Hope! 
If Heav'n ſhou'd ſuffer Procles to prevail, 
Our former Slayery wou'd loſe its Name, 
And we ſhou'd think it Freedom, when compar'd 
With his Tyrannick, — Sway. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE A Tent. 
Enter Procles and Hypſenor. 


Pro. At length, my Friend, the glorious Time is 
come, i 
And Fortune ſeems to favour our Deſign, 
To be the Lord of univerſal Greece: 
Corinth, with Factions and Diviſions torn, 
Will voluntary yield to any Terms 
My conquering Sword thinks proper to impoſe. 
Hyp. If you with feign'd Pretences can diſguiſe, . 
And with falſe Colours varniſh your Deſign, 
The credulous Fools are eaſily deceiy'd; 
For Zeno and Alcander both adore 
That airy Form, that Idol Thing call'd W 


They think each Man as honeſt as themſelves; 
| | For 
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For from their Lips flows not a fingle Word, 
But what proceeds immediate from the Heart. 
Pro. Nature, indulgent to her wiſer Kind, 
Creates ſuch Fools on purpoſe for our Prey. 1 
And we, with our ſuperior Talents born, a 

Made ſtronger by th' Endowments of the Mind, 
By natural Right prefide o'er all the reſt; 
And as we pleaſe, they either live or dye. | 
Hyp. The Crown of Corinth is a glorious Step, 1 - 
A happy, proſperous Omen to the reſt : | 
For Hoav'n, that's faid; never to act in vain, 
Cou'd' not your large Capacity, your Soul, 
Vaſt and extenſive, form without Deſign, 
Bur with a Genius tow'ring o'er the reſt, 
Bid you go forth, the Lord of all below. 
Pro. Right, my. Hypſenor; can it be ſuppos'd, 
A Soul that graſps at all this Globe of Earth, N 
Will poorly be confin'd to one ſmall Spot, | 
Nor leap its narrow Bounds, and walk at large? | 
Yes, as a Fire, that rages o'er a Field, 4 
And by degrees each Blade of Corn deſtroys, L 
Nothing appearing but cantinu'd Waſte, "7 
In one bright Flame at laſt collected burns: 
| So ſhall my Arm ſpread Conqueſt as it goes; 
| State after State ſhall ſhrink beneath its Force, 
| *Till all in one promiſcuous Ruin lies, 
| And I exult triumphant, o'er the Whole. 
Hyp. But hark! the martial Trumpet's 'prightly 
Sound 
Speaks ſome approaching Meſſage from the Foe; 
And ſee! their Chiefs, follow'd by Multitudes, 
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Are come to make Propoſals from the Town; 

Bearing the Olive, as the Sign of Peace: 

! Now let each ſoft inſinuating Art 

Gild o'er our ſpecious Tale, deceive the Fools, 
With ſmooth Pretence win on their eaſy Faith, 
And make 'em think their Liberty your Care. 

Pro. Where's the Reward that's equal to thy Merit? 
My conſtant Guide, that points the way to Glory. 
We'll now with proper Pomp this Embaſſy 

Receive, to ſhew our great Regard for Corinth. 
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Enter Zeno, and Alcander. 


Zen. To you, O Procles, King of Epidaurus, 
Th' Embaſſadors of Corinth are we come: 
Say for what Reaſon you beſiege our Walls; 
When we have ſhaken off th' ignoble Yoke, 
Will you reduce us to our former State, 
Or to a warſe, a Tyrant's keen Revenge? 
Pro. To free your Country from its various Ills, 
To fix its former Liberty, I come. 
I come to ſhew you what a King ſhou'd be, 
The Guardian, not th' Invader of your Laws. 
% Alc. If you will ſwear by ev'ry awful Pow'r, 
7? You will our ancient Liberty reftore, 
3 You ſhall be then receiv'd within our Walls; 
Not as the Foe, bur as the Friend to Corinth. 
But if you harbour any baſe Deſign, 
1 Of making us again a Tyrant's Slaves, 
ly AY Know, to the laſt, we will defend our ſelves, 
And ſmiling in the Agonies of Death, | 
Be pleas'd with falling in the glorious Cauſe. 
Pro. a 
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Pro. I promiſe on the Honour of a King, 
That all your Laws ſhall be inviolare 4 
And you ſhall feel the pleaſing Change with Joy. 
Let haughty Periander now give Place, 
Procles (hall rule you with a milder Sway. [ Exit. 
Zen. Theſe arc, I fear, but airy Promiſes ; 
Vet we're reduc'd to ſuch a wretched State, 
That. we muſt lean upon this broken Reed; 
And, like a Man, that has the fatal Choice, 
Of periſhing by meagre Famine's Pow'r, 
Or be the Victim of remorſeleſs Swords, 
Death the ſure Conſequence of either Choice; 
So we have nothing left us now to chuſe 
But to obey again our former Lord, 
Or try our Fortune in a ſecond King: 
Tis Procles ſtronger Genius now prevails, 
And Corinth has this only Comfort left, 
He can be but a Tyrant at the worſt. [ Excunt. 
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SCENE Il. 


Enter Queen, and Clarinda. 


Queen. At length the Gods have e their Sup- 
pliant's Pray'r, 


Have ſent the generous Procles to my Aid: 

On Wings of Friendſhip to my Help he came, 
And ſav'd me on the Borders of Deſtruction. 
Come, let us go, and our Deliv'rer give 


The little Thanks Melifa can beſtow. 
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fl And root each ſelfiſh Paſſion from his Breaſt. [ Exeunt] 


PERIANDE R. T7 
Clar. Our late Misfortunes are indeed blown off; 
But ſhou'd what general Fame reports, be rrue, 
That Procles, blinded by the Thirſt of Pow'r, 
Forgets that Periander is his Friend, 
And turn the vile Uſurper of his Throne! 
Queen. Can Man be guilty of ſuch baſe Deſigns? 
Can the Deſire of Pow'r, the Love of Gold, 


- Make Mortals throw off their Humanity? 


Make Friendſhip but a weak, a flender Thread, 

Make Juſtice and the Pleas of Virtue light? 
Oh my Clarinda! Fortune's ſtill our Foe, 

Has a much rougher Game than this to play! 

Our Joy, ſwift as ſome rapid Meteor flies, 

Thar ſeems to ſhine, but ſoon the Flame expires, 

And all its Brightneſs in a moment dies, 
Clar. The Clouds, *tis true, were ſcatter'd for a 

while, 

And for a while our Sun with Luſtre ſhone, 

A gay Deluſion! but a Dream of Joy! 
Too like the flatt'ring Scene of April Days, 

| That for a Moment wear a pleaſing Face; 

In thicker Darkneſs ſoon the Heav'ns are vail'd, 

And a worſe Tempeſt to the firſt ſucceeds, 
Queen. Procles ſhall never be unjuſtly blam'd. 

If Virtue and if Reaſon can prevail, 

If ſome faint ſpark of Honour ſtill remain, 

If Pray'rs, if Tears, have any Pow'r to move, 

Theſe ſhall plead ſtrong in Periander's Cauſe, 

Shall wake the generous Temper in his Soul, 
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SCENE IV. 
Enter Procles and Hypſenor. 


Pro. Succeſs, like this, has far out-run my Hopes, 
And a full ftream of Joy pours in upon us: 
To win fo cheaply ſuch a Crown as Corinth, 
Is what no ſanguine Wiſh cou'd dare to promiſe. 
Hyp. The thoughtleſs Fools fell blindly in the Snare; 
You ſooth'd *em with their Idol Liberty, 
And in the Word there dwelt a ſecret Charm, 
That turn'd the Edge of ev'ry threatning Sword, 
Diſlodg'd that Fiend Rebellion from their Breaſts, 
And clos'd her hundred Argus Eyes in Sleep. 
Pro. Ambition ſcorns her Bounds fhou'd be pre- 
{crib'd. 
If I deprive him of his Crown alone, 
Half of its glorious Aims my Soul will loſe, 
Lag in the Race, nor reach the deſtin'd Goal. 
His Queen, a Prize ſuperior to a World, 
Shall grace theſe Arms with more than Mortal Beauty; | 
Meliſſa! there's Enchantment in the Sound, 
I find my Soul enlarg'd, that I am more 
Than Man, and equal to that amorous God, 
Who in Amphytrion's Form enjoy'd Alemena, 
And made obedient Nature wait his Will. 
Hyp. Did you not burn with Envy and Revenge, 
To ſee her in the Arms of Periander? -. 
Pro. Yes, when at firſt the fatal Tale I heard, 
A ſudden Madneſs ran thro' all my Frame, 


And, like a Fury, with malignant Rage, 
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I yow'd Deſtruction to the Race of Man. 


Hyp. Juſt was your Anger, your Reſentment juſt 3 
For ſhe's the Maſter- piece of all her Sex, 


Her outward Form the Rival of her Mind. 


Pro. Deſcription is too weak to paint her Charms, 


Her Form is like the op' ning Dawn of Spring, 
That Joy diffuſes thro* the whole Creation: 
Her Soul! where is the Language can expreſs it? 


Divinity firs ſtrong implanted there, 


And in her Looks ſuch Dignity appears, 


That all Beholders Adoration pay, 
And change th' inferior Deities for her. 


p. See where ſhe comes, her Beauty ſtill the ſame 


And breaks with Luſtre thro' a Cloud of Grief. 


Enter Queen, Clarinda, Zeno and Alcander. 


Queen. My Thanks reecive, but mine's a little all, 

; Oh may the Gods, omnipotent to grant, 
| Reward you with the largeſt Gifts of Heav'n. 

Pro. Where ſo much Innocence and Beauty meet, 
Who wou'd not draw a Sword in ſuch a Cauſe? 
Not all the former Actions of my Life 
Did c&'er theſe Tranſports to my Soul imparts 

: . that kind Fortune ſmiles on Procles now; 

That Heay'n on me has fixt her Choice, to free 
Beauty ſo wiong'd, ſuch Virtue in diſtreſs, 
| Ak. Then we're betray'd, and Procles is ay 
Villain. 
Zen. Such are all T yrants; O the damn d Aſide. 
Difſembler ! 


Queen. Now crown your Actions with immortal 


| Fame, 
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Now finiſh greatly what you well begun, 
Replace my Periander on his Throne. 

Pro. There's not a Boon that you can ask beſide, 
Not one Requeſt but I ſhou'd grant with Joy; 
But I am bound by Honour's ſacred Tye, 

Never to fight in Periander's Cauſe, 

But to my ſelf aſſume the Reins of Pow'r, 

And wear the Crown, the People freely give: 
And thou, the faireſt of the faireſt Kind, 
Prudent, and wiſe, this Fortune's Outcaſt leave, 
And, as you were, be ſtill the Queen of Corinth 
Procles lays all his Glories at your Feet, 

And falls the Vaſſal to the Throne of Beauty. - 

Queen. Ambition, of all Paſſions ſure the worſt, 
Not only tempts you to uſurp a 'Throne, 

To break thro? all the ſacred Rules of Juſtice, 
But oh! the dire Effects of lawleſs Pow'r! 
Was not his Crown enough for you to ſeize, 
But like a Thief, a Robber, you muſt take 
The only Comfort that is left him now ? 

Let all the future Ages brand my Name, 


If I conſent to be but thine in Thought : 
Know, if Ambition can produce her Monſter, 
Virtue in me her Votary ſhall find. 

Pro. Do you retire, and let the People know 
That I will pardon 'em their late Rebellion; 
Bur if they dare on me ſuch Tumults raiſe, 
They to their Coſt ſhall know I will be King; 
I will not have the Shadow, but the Pow'r, 

PII learn Experience from your former Lord, 
You took Advantage of his eaſy Sway, 


Let Heav'n ſhow'r down unheard-of Plagues upon me. 


Know that the Reins are firmer in my Hand; 
ru not with Sceptres rule, but Rods of Iron. 
by, [ Retires with the Queen. 
Zen. The Man that on a Prince's Word depends, 
Is certainly berray'd: What is a Throne? 
| What are its glitt'ring Charms? that tempt us thus 
To ſpurn at Virtue, and defy the Gods: 
$ Riſe thou Supreme, and let thy Thunder ſpeak 
1 Thy Pow'r, our Freedom, and the Tyrant's Death. 
| [ Exeunt. 
Pre. O thou, whoſe Charms are of the brighteſt 
Mould, 
Let me no nun ſigh, nor ſue in vain: 
N Is there a Thought, a Wiſh that you can form, 
A Boon that Procles will refuſe to give? 
| You may command your Vaſſal as you pleaſe : 
I Nay, do not frown, Love rages to that height, 
{Enjoyment only can aſſwage its Flame. 
Queen. Cou'd you conceive that any Bribe on Earth 
| Wou'd make me ſtain my yet unſpotted Soul? 
Cou'd you conceive that I wou'd e' er conſent 
To wed the vile Uſurper of a Throne? 
Hp. If you will liſten to a Friend's Advice, 
Give her ſome time to weigh it in her Thoughts, 
And ſhe'll be more obedient to your Waſhes. 
Pro. I wou'd not have you trifle with my Patience; 
Tho' now Love reigns the Paſſion of my Soul, 
Yet may your haughty Scorn, and proud Contempt, 
To Hatred ſoon this Female Dorage turn: 
Know too, a Victor's Right is in my Power, 
And what cou'd hinder me from ſeizing it? 
But till to- morrow you have time to think, By 
C 3 'Thens 
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Then, if you play the Coz'nage of your * 

If you are ſtill ſo obſtinately coy, 

Know, that I'll take by Force what you deny, 

And make you Partner of my Bed and Throne. [Exit 

Queen. Now the Storm riſes to a height indeed, 
And Fortune points her keeneſt Malice here: 

W hat can he hope? That Time will gain his Ends? 
Tf I my Honour to this Villain yield, 

Then let the Earth its Surface open wide, 

Bury me quick in her capacious Womb, 

Let the ſwift Lightning of Almighty Jove 

This very inſtant ſtrike me to the Centre, 

Let each ſharp Miſery this Life affords 

Be pour'd with double Wrath upon my Head. 

Clar. O calm this gnawing Anguiſh of your Soul! d 
Procles is but a Stranger yet to Love, N 
He feels not half your Conqueſt in his Heart, N 
Your Charms make ſuch Impreſſion on his Mind, 

He dares not touch your Honour or your Life? | 

Queen. Ob, thou art much too ſanguine in thy 

Thoughts! 3 
There's not a Villany that other Men 
Wou' d ſtart and ſhudder only but to think on, | 
Which he will fear to put in Execution. ; 
Clar. I cannot find in all my Chain of Thought, 

A Means to fave you from impending Ruin; 
J dread the Light, the ſad Approach of Morn, 
When you your laſt, your fatal Anſwer give. 


Queen. Ceaſe to afflict your Mind with anxious | 
Thoughts; 


Know, I am firm, and reſolute to dye, 
Rather than Procles ſhall preſume to lay 
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The ſmalleſt Stain, or Blemiſh on my Virtue. 


t. 


: 
| 
| 
g 


CR. oo 


og EPA oo gt FN... 


us 


ne \ 


With Pleaſure ſhall I leave this World below, 
One Round of Miſery, one Scene of Woe! 
The Grecian Bards ſhall ſing Meliſſa's Name, 


Each Virgin, pay her Tribute to my Fame 


The Gods ſhall give me too the juſt Applauſe, 
Who to preſerve the ſacred Marriage Laws, 
Haye facrific'd my Life in Virtue's Cauſe. 


The End of the Second Act. 
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ACT W. SCENE I 


Au Apartment in the Palace. 


: / 

Enter the Queen, and Clarinda. 
QUEEN. 
Hob at length the Hour of Fate is ! 
come, 4 
Vet do I find my Soul ſerene within; 3 


Por if the Tyrant rob me of my Life, 
It i is beneath my Care: For what is Life? 
The Sage Philoſopher is puzzl'd here, 
Nor knows the Source from whence it is deriv'd: 
We dye, and are as we had never been, 
Breath that ſuſtains our Life, is but a Spark 
That for a Moment keeps the Flame alive; 
When it expires, the Body turns to Aſhes, 
While, as ſoft Air, the lighter Spirit flies. 
Clar, Ves, you may laugh at all their little Malice; 
The good and virtuous are the Care of Heav'n 
A Fool may think ir Miſery to dye, 


A wiſe Man knows it is a Port of Eaſe, 
Nor 


E 


To change and turn with ev'ry Blaſt of Wind? 


EE 


Beauty, that kindles Joy in ev'ry Heart, 

zut thine: Thoſe Tears will chill the lovely Plant: 
Oppreſt with Grief, twill ſicken, fade, and dye. 
Let Procles place it in another Soil, 

{ Then ſhall it flouriſh in its former Bloom, 

The Praiſe and Wonder of each raviſh'd Eye. 


And my Soul ſhudders at the impious Thought: 


{ You, who my Lord has nouriſh'd in his Boſom, 


That blazes out in Fury and Deſtruction. 
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Nor thinks he truly lives before his Death. 
The Soul muſt firſt be in this Furnace try'd, 
Before the Gold in its true Luſlre ſhines. 
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Euter Hypſenor. 
Hyp. What! is ſuch Beauty form'd for Grief alone? 
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Queen. Oh name not Procles, for my Blood runs cold, 
Are you the firſt to urge me to the Crime? 


Loy'd you with more than filial Tenderneſs, 

Are you, th'abandon'd Wretch that wou'd betray him? 
Hyp. Andam I thus rewarded for my Care? 

I, as your Guardian Genius, came to warn you, 

To ſteer you ſafe from the impending Rock: 

You know not half the Warmth of Procles Temper, 

Too fierce, too haughty to endure Controul, 

The lighteſt Spark of that will raiſe a Fire 


Queen. What! doſt thou think that I am form'd 
like thee, 


No! Fortitude and Virtue arm my Soul, 
Nor can a dreadful Pomp of threatning Words 


Tear Periander from Meliſſa's Heart. 
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Hyp. What is this Deity that you adore? 
What is your fav'rite Ido}, but a Shadow ? 
Women, when old, and ſlighted by the World, 
Firſt preach the rigid Doctrine to their Sex, 
And envy Joys they have not Pow'r to taſte. 
Oh, be advis'd, and think ere *tis too late, 

Run not on Racks, Impriſonment, and Death, 


For ſuch a Phantom, ſacrifice your Life ! 


Dueen. To dye! Death tho' array'd in all his Terrors, 
Is Pleaſure, to the hated 'Fyrant's Love. 


Hyp. Then you are loſt,——for fee, where Procles 
comes. 


Euter Procles, 


"I Well, has my Clemency a good Effe&? 
And will you grant me what my Soul deſires? 
Crown ev'ry With, and ſeaſon ey'ry Foy? 


Why that deep Sigh, and why that downward Look? 


Who that is wiſe wou'd ſeek a ruin'd Man? 
»Tis Folly to adore a ſetting Sun: 
Procles, my Fair One, ſhall repair your Loſs, 


And baniſh Periander from your Thoughts. 
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Queen. If youcou'd give me ſuch unbounded Pow'r, | 


That ev'ry Word were abfolute as Fate, 
If you could make me Empreſs of the World, 
All that the ſpacious Univerſe contains 
Wou'd look but mean and trifling in theſe Eyes, 
If I muſt buy them at ſo dear a Price, 
As is the Loſs of Virrue, and of Honour. 

Pro, I am too deeply vers'd in Womankind 
To be deceiv'd by all your ſubtle Ways: 


PraQiſe your Wiles upon ſome weaker Man, 
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| 1 ſee thro? each thin Cobweb of your Art: 


It is your Pride, not Honour, rules you now 
And tho' with Skill you play the female Part, 
vet I can pry into your inmoſt Thoughts, 


And read the Crown of Corinth in your Heart. 
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Queen. The Crown! a Trifle, when exchang'd for 
Virtue ! 

Yes, Tyrant! you ſhall find—nay, ſpare thoſe Frowns, 
I'll dye a Martyr to the glorious Cauſe, 

Pro. Since Kindneſs fails, let Force now take its turn- 
Honour's a Bugbear for religious Fools; 
I will be govern'd by great Nature's Laws; 
And when I once have gratify'd my Will, 
Then with Contempt and Scorn I'll ſpurn thee off. 
Guards, ſeize her there, and ſee this haughty Woman 
To my Apartment inſtantly convey'd. 

Queen. Know Tyrant, that thy baſe Commands are yain : 


| That Heav'n may with its keeneſt Lightning blaſt 
| A Wretch that is the Stain of human Nature, 
| Shall be my laſt and moſt effectual Prayer. 


Hyp. May I preſume to offer my Advice ? 


| Try if a Priſon's Hardſhips can prevail 
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To make her more complying to your Will. 
Pro. That ſtubborn Soul of yours ſhall yet be tam'd, 

For I'll deprive you of each Glimpſe of Light, 

Your Suſtenance ſhall be but juſt enough 

To ſave a Life that you wou'd wiſh to loſe; 

I'll ſee if Hunger, Cold, Impriſonment, 

And Chains, can break the Fierceneſs of that Spirit, 
Queen. Thou art a Stranger to Meliſſa's Soul; 


| I laugh, thou Tyrant, at thy poor Deſign : 


Know that a Dungeon has ſuperior Charms 
To 
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To an Uſurper's Throne, his loathſome Bed: 

I'd rather, like a Beggar, live on Alms, 

Expos'd to Poverty, Contempt, and Want, 

Than riot in the Pomp of Luxury, 

Than be thy Wife, thou Fiend in human Shape! 
Pro. Convey her off, for I will hear no more. 
Queen. Know, that thy utmoſt Malice I defy, 
Meck as a Lamb to Slaughter will I go, 

No Coward Sigh ſhall from Meliſſa flow, 

With Pleaſure ſhall I ſeek th* Elyſian Shade, 

My Loſs of Life by Virtue more than paid. [Ex. 
Procles and Hypſenor remain. 

Pro. Envy now rules unrival'd in my Soul, 


And Love's entirely baniſh'd from my Breaſt : 


If it ſhou'd reach this Periander's Ears, 
That his Meliſſa triumphs in her Virtue, 
He wou'd deſpiſe that trivial Loſs a Crown, 
And in this Jewel be compleatly bleſt. 

Hyp. My Lord! you will applaud the lucky Thought! 
As 1 was once this Periander's Friend, 
My Spies ſhall ſeek his Habitation out, 
Then l'll pretend to come vith full Deſign 
Our Ties of former Friendſhip to renew, 
And by Degrees will kindle ſuch a Fire 
Of Jealouſy and Madneſs in his Breaſt, 
That all their Counter-Arts ſhall not avail 
To quench a Flame, that, as it burns, deſtroys. 

Pro. Be all your Emiſſaries now employ'd, 
To find what Place this Periander haunts ; 
Perhaps a ſavage Treatment from his Hands 
May the ſtrong Bent of Inclination turn; 
And as the Sex by Nature's prone to change, 
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Flying with full Reſentment from his Arms, 
Revenge may give me what her Love denies. 


Hp. Procles' Commands ſhall be Zyp/enor's Law. [ Ex. 


Pro. Gods! how my Soul exults! oh glorious 
Thought! 


To think, that I ſhall blaſt my Rival's Joy! 


To think, that Jealouſy his Bane ſhall prove, | 
Perpetual Torments in his Boſom move, c 


And poyſon all his fancy'd Draughts of Love. [ Ex.) 
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SCENE Ariſtides's Hox/e. 
Enter Periander and Ariſtides in Diſguiſe. 


Per. Ambition! nothing is too hard for thee! 

Rul'd by the Influence of thy fatal Charms, 

Man fears no Law, nor human, nor divine : 

Tell me, my Friend, ſome way to ſtem this Torrent, 
That with ſuch Fury bears down all before it. 

Arift. It will be ſure too raſh, with ſuch a Force 
As yours, to fight againſt the Pow'r of Procles; 
Diſmiſs your Troops, and wait 'till fav'ring Heav'n 
Some nobler Opportunity beſtows, | 
Of wreaking your Revenge upon this Traytor : 
Safe in our mean Diſguiſe, no prying Eye 
Will e' er ſuſpect a Periander here. 

Per. Alas! how fickle is all human Grandeur, 
How ſtrange, how ſudden are the Turns of Fortune! 
Cou'd I imagine ſuch a Storm at hand, 

When ev'ry thing around me ſeem'd ſo calm? 
Thus the great Ocean wears a pleaſing Face, 


Smooth as a Glaſs, and ſtill as ſtanding Lakes; 
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And all their Fury on the Veſſel falls. 


To be the Object of Contempt and Scorn. i 
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Too ſoon th' unwary Seaman is betray'd, 

His golden Hopes of Happineſs are vain, 

The dreadful Tempeſts high as Mountains riſe, 
Waves beat on Waves, Billows on Billows roll, 
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Ariſt. Alas, how wretched is the State of Corinth! 
Too ſad an Emblem of the firſt rude Chaos, 
Where Anarchy and black Confuſion reign'd, 
Darkneſs and Terror brooding o'er the whole. 

Per. Where is Meliſſa now? O dire Reflection! 
What Pow'r Divine with its protecting Arm 
Can in the univerſal Ruin fave her? 

There is a Dawn of Hope relieves my Pain, 
For in that heav'nly Countenance there dwells ; 
Such Majeſty and Sweetneſs mix'd together, 

That even Brutes might loſe their native Fierceneſs, 
And at one Look grow tractable and tame. 

Ariſt. My Soul diſſolves, and ſoftens into Tears, 
To ſee xa Monarch, human Nature's Pride, 
Fall'n from the glorious Height he once enjoy'd, 
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Per. Adverſity has prov'd that thou alone 

Follow'ſt the Fortunes of a ruin'd Man: 

Where now is all that Multitude of Friends, 

W ho, when I ſmil'd, cou'd force a ready Smile, 

Who, when I frown'd, cou'd force a ready Frown? 

Yes, thus the Oak, when ſtript of all irs Boughs, 

Is ſcorn'd by ev'ry little worthleſs Shrub : 

It ſhelter'd once from Storms; but let em paſs: — 

Theſe are Plebeian Souls, of baſeſt Clay, 

Who fly me, as the Leaves in Autumn Trees, 

Which the rude Winds from Parent Branches tear. 
Ariſt. 
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Aris, They are the petty Inſects of a Day, 

That play and flutter round a Summer Sun; 

But when the Northern Blaſts, and wintry Cold, 

Drive him reluctant to another Clime, 
| Then into Holes and Corners they retire, 

No longer by his Influence warm'd to Life, 

Per. I once imagin'd I was more than Man ; 
| Heav'n has for this in Anger caſt me down, 

To prove that Empire is the Gift of Gods: 

; That they to Man both Good and Ill diſpenſe, 
That Life and Death, that Poverty and Wealth, 
Are not of human Choice, but ſpring from Jove: 
Hear but a late Example of his Pow'r; 

Th' Mrian King, proud Monarch of the Eaſt, 
That ſpread his Conqueſts over half the Globe, 
Made ſcepter'd Princes as his Vaſſals wait, 

Their proſtrate Necks the Footſtool of his Throne, 

His Light of Reaſon now entirely loſt, 

Leads in the Woods his Life among the Brutes 3 
The Graſs his Food, the Dews of Heav'n his Drink, 
And ſeems a Monument of Wrath divine, 
| Becauſe he proudly thought himſelf a God. 


; Ariſt. Jove, tho' he may aſſert his Pow'r below, 
And puniſh human Pride; yet in his Wrath, 


| Mercy, his Fav'rite Attribute, prevails 3 
„And that vindictive Hand that caſt you down, 
 F With tender Care can raiſe you up again. 

q Suppoſe you ſhou'd diſpatch a Mefſengc:, 
o ſeek Hypſenor out? he muſt be yours, 
For it was you that gave him ſecond Life, 
That from the Earth the groveling Inſc& took, 
{ Nouriſh'd and cheer'd, and warm'd it into Man. 
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Per. Haſte, and ſome truſty Agent ſtrait employ, 


Who will conduct Hypſenor to our Aid. 


Ariſt. Your Orders ſhall be faithfully perform'd. 


Per. Thou art the Balm that heals cach Wound 


within, 
And while I call thee mine, I ſtill am happy. 


SC k NE 1 and 3 the + Oui in 


a Dungeon. 


Queen. In me a Picture of this World is drawn, 


That all our Hopes in carthly things are vain, 
For mortal Happineſs is built on Sand; 

And while we fondly think we tread ſecure, 
The faithleſs Ground at once our Feet deceives, 
And in the whelming Ruin we are loſt: 

Yer ſhall not all this Scene of Horrors join'd, 
Work the leaſt Change upon my ſteady Soul: 
This Place, in all its Terrors thus array'd, 
Looks in my Eye, like Paradiſe it ſelf, 

More glorious than the Empire of the World, 
While I maintain the Honour of my Sex, 
While Virtue fits unſully'd in my Breaſt. 

Muſt I thus pine away my lonely Hours, 

Nor know the poor Clarinda's friendly Aid? 


Enter Clarinda. 


Clar. You ſee all-gracious Heav'n ſome Help affords, | 


Has generous Lycon with Compaſſion mov'd, 
Thar I may try to calm your Rage of Grief! 
My Eyes cou'd like a Fountain run with Tears, 


Not 
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Nor Time ſhould ever find their Sources dry; 

Oh what a moving Spectacle is here! 

A Queen that ſhou'd be Miſtreſs of the World, 

Shu: in the narrow Limits of a Priſon, 

Bred in the Pomps and Softneſs of a Court, 

Now ſunk beneath the Miſery of Slaves. | 
Queen. Why, my Clarinda, why this Flow of Grief? 

Is not a Dungeon, is not Death it ſelf, 

A Choice more worthy of a virtuous Mind, 


Than Greatneſs bought at the Expence of Honour? 


What, tho' the Tyrant multiply his Plagues, 
Vents all his little Malice on this Head, 
Vet ſhall he find a Woman, when ſhe's arm'd 
With Innocence, is never to be conquer'd. 

Clar. Who can behold a Queen, her Country's Pride, 
To ſuch a miſerable State reduc'd? 
Who can ſee this, and yer refrain from Tears, 
Cannot be human, but the worſt of Brutes: 
W har, was that Face divine for Dungeons made? 
Thoſe Eyes, that caſt a heav'nly Luſtre round, 
That like the Sun each pleas'd Beholder cheer'd, 
Muſt they for ever be debarr'd from Light? 
I'll think of it no more, leſt I grow mad, 
And rail at ev'ry Deity of Heav'n. 

Queen. Hold, my Clarinda, hold! let not thy Thoughts 
Preſume to tax the Juſtice of the Gods; 
Their Ways are ſacred, hid from mortal Eyes, 
Ler Man the dangerous Scrutiny avoid : 
What, ſhall a Creature form'd of Duſt, pretend 
(Corruption's Son! and Brother of the Worm,) 
To pry into the dark myſterious Scene, 
Preſumptuous judge of his Creator's Acts! 

D Why 
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Why ſhoud' thou wonder Mortals are unhappy? 
For, like a Tree that's burden'd with its Leaves, 


Where theſe muſt fade, while thoſe look green, and 


flouriſh. 


So is Man's State, his Grandeur one enjoys, 
The other ſinks beneath a Load of Ruin. 


. Clar. You are a ſhining Inſtance to the World, 


What glorious Hardſhips Woman can endure, 


When greatly ſuff'ring in the Cauſe of Virtue. 


teen. Believe what now by Funo's ſelf I ſwear; 


I take more Pleaſure in ſuch Chains as theſe, 
Tho' in a noiſom Dungeon thus confin'd, 


Than Strings of Pearl the richeſt Shores can give. 


Enter Lycon with Lycophron. 
Ha ! can Barbarity relent ! for ſec 
My Son 
Unhappy Youth ! for what a Scene of Woes 
Art thou reſery'd? Sure ſome unlucky Star 
Reign'd and preſided at thy fatal Birth. 


Lycop. Reſtrain your Tears, for know, from you 1 


learn, 
To laugh at all the Injuries of Fortune: 
Oh were my Strength but equal to my Soul, 
I'd pull the impious Tyrant from his Throne, 


Come to my Arms, my only Comfort. 


Revenge my Father's, and my Country's Wrongs. 


[ Exeunt. 
Clar. Look all ye Gods, from your Celeſtial Seats, 


And view the nobleſt Object of your Praiſe, 
An injur'd Virtue, and a ſuf ring Queen! 
Her Soul yet unconcern'd, her Temper calm, 
And quite unruf'd in this Storm of Fate. 


[Ext. 
The | 
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The SCENE A and diſcovers Periander 
and Ariſtides, to them Enter Hypſenor. 


Hyp. Oh Greatneſs! thou art but a flatt'ting Dream; 
A watry Bubble, lighter than the Air; 
Can Periander chen be ſunk ſo low, 


. A Man, that by a Look, a ſingle Nod, 


Cou'd cither Life or Death denounce at Will; 


In purple Veſtments cloath'd, with Gold adorn'd; | 
Now in the Habit of a Slave conceal'd; 


Who late was loſt amidſt a Train of Friends, 


Is now deſerted by the numerous Crowd, 


And one, but one remains. 
Per. Oh ſpeak ! and tell me! Is my Corinth loſt 3 
Does Ruin ſtalk with her gigantick Steps, | 
And ftain each wretched Street with Mu ks of Blood? ? 
For this, and all that human Eyes deteſt, 
Can Procles view with more than ſavage Joy. 
Hyp. But Trifles theſe, with other Ills compar'd ; 
I cou'd, but 1 forbear, a Scene unfold 
Wou'd make you ſhudder thro' each trembling Limb. 
Per. Rack not my Mind with ſad preſ aging Thoughts; 
With ſomething worſe than is ev'n Death ir ſelf. 
Hyp. Suppoſe that your yet will I keep it from you, 
The calm Philoſopher may boaſt of Patience, 
But had his Injury been great as yours, 
His Reſolution wou'd have fail'd him here; 
The Man had been conſpicuous in his Wrath. 
Per. I ſtand prepar'd for Fortune's utmoſt Rage; 


et her point all her Weapons at my Breaſt, 
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To bear the ſharpeſt Wound that Fate can give: 
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I am ſuperior to her ev'ry Frown. 
Hyp. What if Meliſſa —— 
Per. Hold ! I charge thee hold! ! 
Dare not on her to caſt the leaſt Reflection; 
Meliſſa ſoars ſo high above her Sex, 
That Malice with her ſharp envenom'd Tongue, 
(Like Death, an univerſal Leveller) 
Vet knows it is in vain to wound her Fame, 
So great, and ſo exalted is her Virtue, 
That who doubts this, may doubt that there are Gods. 
Hyp. And art thou then that fond believing 
Husband ? 
She is as infamous 
Per. Forbear, raſh Man, | 
For if you dare to ſpeak that Word again, 
And I ſuch Infolence with Patience hear, 
Then let my Sword ſleep tamely by my Side, 
And Boys proclaim the Coward as he paſſes. 
Hyp. I ſee it is in vain to reaſon with you, 
And ſo farewel. 
Per. Stay, I am calm again; 
And will endure the Torture like a Man, 
But oh, indulge the Weakneſs of a Friend; 
Oh do not paint it in its blackeſt Colours, 
But by Degrees diſcloſe the dreadful Scene, 
Leſt my diſorder'd Soul ſhou'd quit its Seat, 
And leave its Manſion ere the Story's told. 
Hyp. Be Witneſs all ye immortal Pow'rs above, 
I wou'd have kept the Secret from your Ear, 
But fatally you force it from my Breaſt: 
Put Patience on, and arm your Mind with Courage; 
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Your Queen, your Queen, your fair Melia 
Per. What? | 
Hyp. Is falſe. 


Per. Torments and plagues! but hold ! I'll hear thee. 


Hyp. Falſe with your Foe. 
Per. Villain! 
Hyp. With Procles. 
Per. Ha! dare not 
Hyp. By Heav'n ſhe is. 
Per. Damn'd, damn'd Meliſſa / 
Hyp. Fled ! vilely fled, to fill the Arms of Procleg 
To proftitute her Beauty to a Monſter. 
[Periander finks into the Arms of Ariſtides. 
Preſumptuous Man! too confidently ſtrong ! 
Nor knew he was too weak to ſtand the Tryal 
Bchold, unwilling Life returns again, 
And the faint Colour to his Cheeks reſtores. 
[ They raiſe him up, he pauſes. 
Per. If ſhe is falſe, then I am loſt indeed, 


For on Meliſſa |] had fixt my Heart; 


Speak! ſpeak! and caſe the Anguiſh of my Soul, 


What, did ſhe then reſign her Virtue tamely, 
| Or did the Villain force her to his Bed ? 


Hy. Oh no! with Smiles ſhe flew to his Embrace, 


And ſeem'd to ſcorn her Periandey's Friends, 
So frantick was her Joy, it muſt be Madneſs. 


Ariſt. How oft this Sycophant has talkt of Love, 


; In well-feign'd Raptures fondly claſpt your Neck, 
; Sooth'd you with Words, and Looks more ſoothing 


Kill, 


And yet unmoy'd, your Loſs of Empire view'd, 


7 Nay, like a Burden flung you from her Arms, 
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And with Ingratitude unknown before, 
Reſign'd her Beauty, Virtue, and her All, 
A willing Victim to his brutal Luſt. 
Per. Then the whole World can't ſhew another 
Wretch, 
Whoſe tortur'd Soul is half fo rack'd as mine: 
How did her flatt'ring Art, and treacherous Smile, 
My eaſy, unſuſpecting Faith beguile? 
How often have her Lips been preſt to mine? 
As oft ſhe ſwore, Meliſſa's only thine. 
I view'd the falſe One in a flatt'ring Glaſs, 
Nor found the Serpent lurking in the Graſs: 
By Arts, like theſe, the wily Crocodile, 
The Tyrant Monſter of Egyptian Nile, 


Allures ſome Mortal by his human Cries, 
Till at his Feet the trembling Victim lies, 8 


And bleeds, the falſe Diſſembler's Sacrifice. 


The End of the Third A8. | 


ACY 


PERJIANDE KR 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
A Dungeon, 
The Queen, Clarinda, and Lycophron diſcover' d 
a Qu EN. 


H 0 that is wiſe wou'd e'er this Life 
@\ cſteem? 
Life! of mean Actions, but one conſtant 
S Round; 
Half of the World the Day in Trifles ſpend, 
And when Night comes, in Folly s Bed are laid, 
In Dreams confus'd are loſt — in broken 1 
And wild Imaginations of the Soul; 
Faſt ſleeping by us, all our Reaſon lies, 
And for the time we are as arrant Brutes 
As thoſe that ſleep, or in the Stalls, or Field: 
Was I not made for nobler Ends than theſe? 
Soar higher my Ambition, and my Hopes 
Scorn thy inglorious Doom, thy mortal State, 
And boldly venture on another World. 
D +4 Clar. 
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Clar. Oh let not Grief prey on that lovely Form ! 

Grief, that deſtructive Fever of the Soul: 

That eats its way by ſure, tho' {low degrees, 


Till one dim Paleneſs ſpreads o' er all the Face, 
And the fair colouring of Nature dies. 


Enter Lycon. 


Lyc. Can you forgive me, if my haſty Zeal 
Intrude thus rudely on your mournful Hours, 
Sacred to Grief alone; this melting [ict 
Is ſoften'd into Pity by your Tears, 
Nor can I ſee ſuch Virtue in Diſtreſs, 
Without attempting to remove the Cauſe. 

Queen. Can from a Mortal Words like theſe proceed? 
Sure Heav'n at laſt, compaſſonately. ;ult, 
Has kindly liſten'd to my ardent Pray r 

Lyc. I am a Mortal, whom thy Suff rings mov'd, - 
To riſque my Life in fair Meliſſa's Ca ile, 
To make you ſmile at ev'ry Ill you feel, 


Your much Joy'd Lord, your Periander lives 


Queen. Not ev'n fond Parents, when their darling 
Child, 

W ho with ſome painful Sickneſs labour'd long, 
While Death, that Tyrant, hover'd o'er his Prey, 
Is to new Life beyond their Hopes reſtor'd, 
Feel half ſuch Tranſports as Melia now. 

Lyc. This pleaſing News Hyp/enor lately told me, 
He had not Leiſure to inform me more, 
Therefore my utmoſt Diligence I'll uſe 


To find the ſad Abode of Periander; 


And when the Ev'ning Shades have veil'd the Earth, 
When the dark N St and Sleep begin their Reign, 


And 
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and univerſal Nature is at Reſt: 
Then to this Dungeon will 1 take my way, 


Reſtore you to the Joys of Liberty, 
And ſafe conduct you to your wiſhing Lord. 


| 18 May Heav' n give all your ev'ry Wiſh can 


frame, 


Aud make you fortunate beyond your Hope: 
And, as he liſten'd to the Wretches Pray'r, 
Dh ye kind Pow'rs! keep ev'ry Storm of Fate 
From him, who to Compaſſion lent an Ear, 
From him, who not aſham'd to be a Man, 
Cou'd ſhed a Tear at human Miſery, 
And | in Affliction's Cauſe endanger Life. 
' Lycop. By my great Father's ſacred Name I ſwear, 
And by my ev'ry Hope of future Fame, 
If Heay'n once make me the Corinthian King, 
'll wear thee, Lycon, neareſt to my Heart; 
here ſhall not be a Gift within my Pow'r, 
zut I, on thee, with Pleaſure ſhall beſtow. 
| Lyc. I, have no ſordid mercenary View, 
My Soul's ſuperior to ſo mean a Thought; 
Fate will by my Means Meliſſa free, 
Not all the Riches in a Monarch's Pow'r, 
Dou'd half the pleaſing Satisfaction give, 
\s will this Action to my raviſh'd Soul. [ Exit. 
| Clar. Some God has gen'rous Lycon ſure inſpir'd, 
ith zeat he came to reſcue us from Woe, 
To grant the Light to our deſiring Eyes; 
is the all- careful Eye of Jove, that ſees 
The Dangers which ſurround poor helpleſs Man, 
Flas ſent ſome God propitious to your Aid, 
n human Shape, to ſer Meliſſa free. _ [Excunt. 
= 8 | SCENE 
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SCENE Ariſtides's Hou ſe. 
Enter Periander, and Ariſtides. 


Per. Oh cou'd I fly from ſuch a World as this! 
A World where Happineſs was neyer known, 
Where Woes as certain are the Lot of Man, 

Are Things of abſolute Neceſſity, 


As the dark Night ſucceeds the glorious Day. 


* 


Ariſt. The Gods wou'd not this Puniſhment inſlid, A 


Unleſs ſome Crime unheard-of had been acted, 
That calls aloud for ſuch a Wrath divine. 
Ev'n amidſt all the Pomp you once enjoy'd, 
I've heard a Sigh, that iſſu'd from your Heart; 
All your Extravagance of Joy put on, 
Oft in your Eye I've mark'd the ſwelling Tear, 
Sure Sign of ſome deep-rooted Grief within: 
Too like th* appearance of a wint'ry Sun, 
That ſhines indeed, but thro' a wat'ry Cloud. 
Per. Oh thou haſt touch'd me in a tender Part, 
And I that horrid Story will diſcloſe, | 
Which none but Periander knew before; 
I lock'd the fatal Secret in my Breaſt, 
Thar like th' envenom'd Shirt Alcides wore, 
Has ſtung its wretched Maſter to the Heart : | 
O Ariſtides, can I truſt thee now, 
Canſt thou be brib'd my Secrets to betray ? 
Ariſt. If you believe ſuch Baſeneſs lodges here, 
This Moment- plunge your Dagger in my Heart, 


There read your Name in deepeſt Lines engrav'd: 


When you repoſe your Secret in my Boſom, 
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R& The World might tempt me, and yer tempt in vain: 


[Riches may work upon a vulgar Soul, 

orments may wreſt it from the Coward's Breaſt; 
But all the Tortures Mortals can inflict, 

'Shall never tear it from my ſteady Soul : 

{There in its inmoſt Parts ſecurely plac'd, 

Like two dear Friends, in ſtricteſt Union join'd, 
where nothing parts em but the Hour of Death. 

Per. Then I'll unlock the Spring from whence have 
| flow'd | 


li, þ All theſe Misfortunes on my guilty Head : 


ö 
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Ere Death had clos'd my aged Father's Eyes, 
He took me in his Arms; My Son, faid he, 
(While Tears in Streams ran trickling down his Face) 
Attentive, hearken to a dying Parent; 
Swear that you will not take the Crown of Corinth, 
| But will reſtore her ancient State. — I ſwore, 
By all the dreaded Pow'rs that rule the World, 
By that illuſtrious Orb that ſhines above, 
By all the golden Stars that grace the 8 
In ev'ry Point to execute his Will. 
* Ari. I ſee too plain, that tis the. Hand of Heav'n 
Has plung'd you in this depth of Miſery. 
| Per. Oh the deſtructive Heat! and Fire of Youth! 
| That baniſhes all Reaſon from our Thoughts, 
| Led by the Dictates of a blind Ambition, 
I ſaw the Object in a flatt'ring Mirror, 
d That at a Diſtance made the Proſpect lovely, 
That made ev'n Ruin pleaſing in my Eye, 
That made me revel in my People's Blood, 
And poorly triumph in their Deaths 
Their brighter Merit tarniſh'd all my own. 
But 


Becauſe 
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But now the Maſque is off, I clearly ſee hat 
The fond Deceits of a diflemper'd Brain. Dh c 
Ariſt. Heav'n, like fond Parents, tho' it may correg Nd f 
The Follies of its Child, yet now perhaps nd 
Deſigns once more to lift you up to Greatneſs: 


Haſte, and with Hecatombs the Gods appeaſe. 2 
Per. What Sacrifice? what Victim can I offer? 

The never-dying Worm will gnaw within, 

Nor can I blot it from my Memory: 

Words are too faint to ſpeak my ſuff ' ring Heart: MH 


For if the Tortures of another World .H 
Are more than what I feel, they are a Fiction Has 
Oh ſcatter me, ye Winds, and tear this Form, And 
Diſperſe it to each Corner of the World, Wo 


Thar by my dire Example warn'd, no Fool 
May ever ſplit upon this Rock again. 

Ariſt. O calm the raging Tempeſt in your Mind! 
Lou ſeem to look as if your frighted Soul 
Had ſtarted from its Seat; as if pale Death 
Had ſcar'd her thence, and reign'd ſole Victor there: 
Be patient, or this Hurricane of Paſſion 
Will ſurely let Diſtraftion looſe upon you. 

Per. In vain you wou'd apply your healing Hand, 
Mine is a Wound that never can be cur'd : 
Think what it is, to be by Heav'n abandon'd, 
And blame me then —— nay, by Meliſſa too: 
Still that fair falſe One comes acroſs my Thoughts, 
What Pangs, what endleſs Torture in my Soul? 
That faithleſs Creature will infe&t my Brain, 
Will make me mad, and I ſhall curſe my ſelf; 
Curſe her, and ev'ry Woman for her Sake: 


Curſe this gay Trifle, — this deluding World, — 


That 
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Chat heap'd a train of Miſchiefs on my Head: 
0h cou'd I quit that toilſome Burden, Life, 
red Id fink with Pleaſure to the peaceful Grave, 
And there for ever ſhut out all my Cares. Excart. 


=> — * nos a e T EA Is 
GR RCRA SO RBI RIS 


SCENE The Palace. 


Enter Hypſenor and Procles. 


| Hop. The treacherous Jycon has betray'd his Truſt, 
His ſet the Queen and other Captives free, 
And now to Periander points the Way. 

Pro. If this be true, oh Death to ev'ry Hope! 

or, ſpire of all my Arts, I feel a Fire 
hat ev'ry Moment burſts into a Flame. 
h Love! imperious Monarch of Mankind! 
har, tho' I ſpread my Conqueſt o'er the World, 
et is the Victor vanquiſht in his turn: 
In vain I try to rend this Chain of Adamant, 
ind, like a Lion, taken in the Toils, 
ntangle more, the more I ſtrive to break em. 
p. My Lord, there is but one Attempt remains. 
ſtung him to the Soul with jealous Flames, 
Rais'd ſuch a furious Tumult in his Breaſt, 
That 'tis not in the Pow'r of Heav'n, or Fate, 
o give a Cure to this Heart-wounded Wretch; 
have already fram'd a Tale, that wears 
| [The Face of Truth; the Fool will eaſy gorge 
The Bait, and I ſhall mould him at my Will. 
Pro. Succeſs muſt wait on ev'ry Act of thine: 

ell, let the ſtubborn Fair deſpiſe my Love, 
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My Vengeance ſhall like Lightning dart upon her, For 
And ftrike the Traitreſs in an Inſtant dead. [Ex 
Hyp. Hold! my good Genius bids me not be raſh; 


Suppoſe that Fate ſhou'd take another Turn, Pho 
And our late Monarch to his Crown reſtore Att 
That I may have ſome Merit left to plead, Ane 
I'll try to cheat the watchful Eye of Procles, W 
And keep conceal'd where Periander haunts : Sat 
Thus ſhall I lay up ſomething like the Ant, W. 
When Winter and the ſtormy Weather come. [ Exif 6 


Nr N >= oh 


S CENE Ariſtides's _.” ho 
| Enter Periander and Ariftides. 
Per. In vain, O Jove, you plac'd in human Brea Fo q 


Conſcience, your great Vicegerent here below; He 
To warn us from the firſt Approach of Guilt: Pa 
Thou tempter Gold! who can reſiſt thy Charms? IN. 
Ambition bears down all with mighty Sway, IN: 
Inſatiate Avarice takes up e ry Thought; ITI 
Each Puſſion throws a Veil before our Eyes, At 


That tear, as the envenom'd Adders young, | 

The unhappy Boſom where ſuch Vipers breed. | 
Ariſt. Reaſon is too, too feeble to oppoſe 'em! Þ 

Man to Deſtruction runs with eager pace, | 

Nor ſees his Ruin — till his Fate is paſt. nn 
Per. Were 1 the Lord of all this World affords, 

Oh with what Pleaſure wou'd I change i it now; 

For all that ſweer Serenity of Mind 

That happy Periauder once enjoy d; 

Before he from his Heart the real Gem 
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- [For ſuch meer Counterfeits unwiſely caſt. 
Es Ariſt. And yet theſe trifling Toys with glitt'ring 
hs. Charms 
Shone in Me liſſa's Eye; and with ſtrong Force 
Attractive, drew her from the Paths of Virtue, 
And fixt her in a luſtſul Satyr's Arms. 
Per. Oh Greatneſs! bane of Virtue and of Honour! 
sure Great and Good can never meet in one: 
Who wou'd not rather wiſh in homely Cells, 
Zul or meaneſt Cottages to lead his Life, 
Where dwells Content, ineſtimable Prize! 
BT here, when the Labours of the Day are paſt, 
some faithful Wife ro meet her Husband flies, 
Joy in her Face, and Virtue in her Heart. 
Ariſt. The Man thus bleſt, ne'er wiſhes to be great, 
ea For Pow'r his Pity, not his Envy moves: 
He knows, that to be great, is to be wretched; 
parent of Woes! and fruitful Source of Cares! 
> [No Tyrant here deprives him of his Bliſs, 
Nor violates the ſacred Rites of Marriage, 
Their Joys thus mutual make yer greater Joy, 
And their Griefs vaniſh when thus equal on, 


Enter Meſſenger, with 4 Letter. 


per. My Concern for your Safety, made me dive into 
the Defigns of Meliſſa, who is not content with ſacri- 
| ficing all that is valuable in her Sex to Procles, but is 
nov coming with full Intention to take away your Life. 


| Mel iſa! what! that ſmiling Fair! can ſhe, - 
| She who was all my Life! can ſhe do this? 
Hold! let me think! it is impoſlible! 

* Nature 
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Nature may ſometimes err in her Productions, 

Yer ſhe can never bring forth ſuch a Monſter. 

Has ſhe not ſworn — O yes, ten thouſand times! 
Alas I rave, I doat — It muſt be ſo: 

For ſhe can execute her Villanies 

Swifter than Thoughts can form. — Stay here is more. 


ce Sbe brings with her ſuch Poyſon, that one Drop on 


& ill lock up your Senſes for ever, and cloſe your Eyes ia 
« endleſs Sleep. Hypſenor. 


O Woman! Woman! Stain of the Creation! 
Let no Philoſopher henceforth perplex 
His Brain, to find the Region of the damn'd, 
For Woman is our Hell Not all the Plagues, 
Not all the fancy'd Tortures of the Poets 
Combin'd in one, can equal what I feel. 
Can ſuch a Soul be made in ſuch a Frame ? > 
Much the compleateſt Workmanſhip of Heay' n; 
Whoſe Beauty goyerns with unbounded Sway, 
Her Mind yer tainted with ſuch damned Spots; 
Heav'n ſhines conſpicuous in her outward Form, 
Bur in her i inward, blackeſt Hell conceal'd: 
Oh moſt pernicious of Creation's Works! | 
Oh that the Gods cou'd find ſome other oy 
To give our lower World the human Race. N 
Arift. This Creature firſt by Providence Was s form'd| | 
To be the Help-mate and Support of Man; 
Vet turns rebellious to the great deſign, | 
And lays her Snares for her too eaſy Lord, | 
Who in his-Bofom nouriſhes a Snake,  þ| 
Thar to his Heart thruſts her ungrateful. Sting: 2 
Where is the wonder that the human Kind 


Shou'd 


m' d 


ou'd 
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Shou'd have ſuch Paſſions moulded in their Frame, 
When the poor Wretch is of a Woman born. 

Per. O Ariſtides / ob! my weary'd Heart, 
Muſt fink beneath the cumb'rous load of Grief: 


Can you, in all your Circumſtance of Thought, 


Produce me ſuch another Tale of Horror ? 
I will not ſtay where human Monſters dwell, 
Bur inſtant to ſome neighb'ring Deſart fly, 
Hid from the Sight of ſuch a Brute as Man. 


Enter the Queen, Lycophron, Clarinda, Lycon. 


Queen. Where's Periander ? Where's my deareſt Lord? 
Oh! now my Eyes have found their ſole Delight; 
See there! with what a gloomy Look he walks, 

A living Monument of human Woe ! 
His Eyes are ſteady fix'd upon the Earth, 
Unwillingly he lifts em from the Ground, 


Leſt he ſhou'd blaſt em with the Sight of Man; 


Pleas'd will Meliſſa i interrupt his Thoughts, 
Dart Rays of Comfort o'er his gloomy Soul. 

Per. With what a Smile ſhe gilds her artful Face z 
Oh thoſe enchanting Looks unman my Purpoſe! 
Be firm, my Soul, and rouze up my Revenge ! 

Queen. What means that Savage Fury in your Eyes? 
What, is Melifa then become your Plague? 
You ſtart as if you ſaw a new Meduſa, 


As if one Look cou'd turn you into Stone. 


Per. Stand off! nor dare a ſingle Step approach: 
The Sight of Woman is more fell than Poiſon 
A general Ruin ſeize on all your Sex, 
For ev'ry Word, for ev'ry Act of yours, 
Are Baits thrown out to catch that Fool call'd Man, 
E Queen. 
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Queen. And can you then ſo ſoon forget this Form? 
That what you doated on, — is loathſome now. 
Per. Away, away! thou Scandal to thy Sex! 
And come not near me, if you value Life. 
Queen. Life! can I value Life! when you, for whom 
Alone I live, thus baniſh me for ever: 
Vet wilFI cry theſe fond encircling Arms, 
And claſp you 1 round, till you ſhall throw me from you, 
And, if you kill me, on your Boſom die. 
Per. Thoſe damn'd diſſembling Tears, are loſt on me; 
Thus take the duc Reward of all thy Crimes, 
Die then, nor live to blaſt rhe wholſome Earth. 
7 [ Stabs her. 
Deen. And i is it thus my Conftincy you pay? 
Tbus my Fidelity, my Love reward 7 
As a conviticing Proof that I am yours, . 8 
Receive my Pardon with my lateſt Breath. Dies. 
Gar. O cruel Tyrant ! Strike another Blow, 
And lay Clarinda at her Miſtreſs Feet, . 
For can I think this World is worth my Care, 
When all that's Good and Great lies breathleſs there ? 


| Exit. 
Lycop. Dead! dead! Meliffa ! Att thou dead, my 


Mother ? 


She's gone! ſearth out, ye Gods, the Tharpeſt* Torments 
To ſtrike this Tyrant. | 
Per. Ha! 


Lyrop. This bloody Tyrant. 


Pet. Knowꝰſt thou, raſh "Boy, on whom thy Curſes fall? | 


Lycop. O yes! too well! and therefore 'tis I curſe thee, 
Thou worſt of Husbands, and thou worſt of F athers. 


Per?! 
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Per. I pardon thee, my Son, this ſudden Out-rage, 
Thy Grief has over-ſhor it ſelf — Bur dare not, 
I charge thee dare not tempt my Wrath again; 
For ſbe was Falſe. 
| Lycop. Who was? 
Per. Melia? 
Lycep. Falſe! 
Per. The falfeft of her Sex! the baſeſt too! 
Her Soul was blacker than an Erhiop's Dye, 


Falſe with the worſt of Men, that Villain Procles. 


Lycop. Therefore ſhe pin'd each Moment of thy 
Abſence, 


Therefore ſhe ſcorn'd the Tyrant, and his Offers, 
Therefore ſhe bore the Hardſhips of a Dungeon, 
And for that Caufe ſhe came to thare thy Grief. 

Per. She came, indeed, with Smiles upon her Face, 


But falſe thoſe Smiles, for Death was in her Thoughts, 


She came to murder nie. 
Lycop. What, did Meliſſa? 
Per, Meliſſa did. | 
Lycop. My Mother? 
Per. Yes, thy Mother. 
Lycop. And ſhall I tamely ſtand and ſee her Fame 
Thus torn, and mangl'd? No, thus I vindicate — 
Per. What means thy Sword, thou bold preſumptuous 
Bo 
Know'ft the Rev'rence which thou ow'ſt a 
5 Father? 
Lycop. Ves, and the Curſes which I owe a Tyrant. 
Lyc. Hold, Lycophion. ; 
 Lycop. No, thus J dare oppoſe 


A Farher, Friends, the World, in ſuch a Cauſe. 


E 2 Per, 


Per. Fly EY I charge 8 fly, I feet the Lion 
Rouze in my Breaſt, fly, leſt at once it ſeize thee: 
Speak, Lycon, for thou know'ſt; Was ſhe not r 

Lyc. No, Periander, not the — more * 
Than ſhe was true. | 

Per. Ha! fay'ft thou, ſay'ſt 1 er WW” 

Lyc. Her Virtue thro' each Trial ſhone more bright. 

Per. Speak that again — Speak till thou ſeeſt me fall: 
For ev'ry Word ſtrikes Daggers to my Heart. 

Lyc. Fix'd as a Rock, and as unmoy'd ſhe ſtood, 
'That dares the Storms, and ev'ry beating Surge, 
When with ſtern Face the Tyrant menac'd Death, 


With noble Scorn at each vain Threat ſhe ſmil'd. 


Per. Then I'm a Wretch indeed! —now Lycopbron, 
Strike home, and I will bleſs thee for the Blow. 
Lycop. Thus then — But hold — Oh, you are yet 


my Father, [Throws away his Sword. 
Nor dare I lift an impious Hand againſt you 


Juſtice is Heav'n's, and tis to Heav'n I leave you 3 


I cannot Curſe ye, and yet ev'ry Look 

Will urge me to the Guilt. Hence then I fly. 

Oh Periander, at one fatal Blow | 

You loſt a Wife — and Son! Farewel for ever. [ Exit, 
Per. Tis juſt, I own it, — Gods! tis juſt I ſuffer, 

I bow me to your Wrath. A Wife, —a Son ! — 

Both gone! 'tis well - and can you hold, my Brain? 


. Now cou'd I tear theſe Eyes out from their Seat! 


Heart! I cou'd pull thee from thy wretched Manſion: ' 
And this the way. [They endeavour to diſarm bim. 
Ye Traytors, looſe your Hold ! Off, let me po, 


Or by the Gods you die. [ They diſarm him. | 
Arif. Hearken to all th' Entreaties of a Friend, 


Low |} : 


it. 
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Low on my Knees I beg you wou'd forbear: 
With Patience calm the Torture of your Soul. 
Per. Patience! go bid the Winds in Storms be Qill5 
You might as well ſtop Lightning in its Courſe, 
Or make the ſwelling Sea forget to roar : 
I cou'd, without Emotion, ſooner view © 


T The great and univerſal Wreck of Nature, 


A calm SpeQator of a ruin'd World. [ Pauſes. 
If there be Gods, let all their Light'ning come 


To kill a Wretch, to blaſt this Head accurſt : 


Do you, great Jupiter, in Juſtice give 

The Puniſhment, which Man perverſe denies : 
Snatch me, kind Heav'n! this inſtant to my Fate, 
Left I ſhou'd breed a Peſtilence on Earth, 

Leſt fuch a Monſter ruin all Mankind. 


Ariſt. Can you let Procles triumph in his Crimes! 


Awake! awake the Vengeance in your Breaft ! 


Great Thebes has ſent her Forces to your Aid: 
Haſte now, and with her Troops let yours be join'd, 
And kill the Tyrant on Meliſſa's Tomb. 

Per. Reaſon at length has reaſſum'd her Throne, 
And 1 will bear this little ſpace of Life: 


Some Hours of Sorrow more with Patience lead, 

To pour my Vengeance on this Villain's Head: 

My Sword, obedient to its Maſter's Call, 

Shall, like the Arm of Jove, reſiſtleſs fall, £ 

For Crimes like his a Puniſhment roo "ai" 

Oh, wou'd th' Immortal Gods their Ear incline, 

One World were little for Revenge like mine, 
He, in the next, in endleſs Pain ſhov'd lye, 

For ever dying, and yet never die. 


BY The End of the Fourth Act. = 
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A C T V. SCEN E "9 
Enter Theban General, Periander , . Ariſtdes 


IE ag 


Come to execute what Thebes commands: 
WY: Firſt, I commit this Army to your Carez 
is not for Corinth that we fight alone; 
Gb if The Tyrant long his treacherous Schemes 
has laid, | 
To rule all Greece, unrival'd, and.alone. 
Per. We'll take the Traytor Procles by Surprize, 
And in his height of Glory caſt him down; 
Thus the ſtall'd Brute, regardleſs of his Fate, 
Crops at his Eaſe his palatable Bane, 
Riots luxurious in the plenteous Feaſt, 
Nor knows Deſtruction is ſo near at hand, 
Till with one Stroke the heavy-falling Ax 
Concludes at once his fancy'd Scene of Joy. 
Gen. We will obey, when e'er you give the Word. [Ex. 
Per. On one weak Thread my Happineſs depends, 
T hat Lycophron once more may bleſs my Eyes; 


In 


8. 


CS 


In ſearch of him, my in, go; | 
Reſtore this Prop af my declining Age, 
And. give | this Bleſſing to an aged Father: 
Small Recompence for all his weight of Woe! 
Arif. I will this Inſtant your Commands perform; 
With Pains unweary'd will I ſeek your Son; 
Will try to baniſh Anger from his Breaſt, 
And give him to your fond extended Arms. 
Per. Oh thou chief Cordial to a troubl'd Mind! 


So much to Goodneſs, ſuch as thine, I owe, 


That you have left me nat the Pow'r to pay. 
Ariſt. Talk not of that, my Lord; my Life with Joy 
In Perignder's Service ſhall be ſpent : 
If, by my Means, a Pleaſure you can taſte, 
I ſwear by that great Pow'r that rules the Sky, 
It moves a warmer Tranſport i in my Soul, 
Than any Happineſs of mine can give. 
Per. Hearken, kind Gods, but to this only Pray't 1 
Give me but Vengeance on the Traytor Procles, 


And grant theſe Arms once more may claſp my Son, 


Then will I quit this buſie Trifle Life 

For now the Glories of a Kingdom fade, 

And in my Eye a Crown has loſt its Charms; 
Since late Experience ſhews the gawdy Dream 
Light, and diſſolving as the falling Snow. 


Euter Theban General. 


Gen, The long· expected Hour is now at hand, 
Both Armies are in readineſs to march, 
They kindle in each other's Breaſts a Flame, 


And Emulation ſeems to ſpur em on: 


Give but the Word, and you'll with Pleaſure ſee 
E4 That 
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That not a Sword is idle in the Cauſe. 
Per.Well, my brave Friend, this Moment let us march, 
My Heart with Ardour beats, with Vengeance glows. 
[Ext 


SCENE Changes to the Palace. 
Enter Procles, Hyſpenor. 
Pro. The Spirit of Rebellion {till reigns here, 

And ſeems to aim at me; but they ſhall find 

It is not ſafe to rouze a Wrath, like mine: i 

My Sword once drawn, is blind to all Diſtinction, 
Shall turn their Corinth to a Field of Blood, 

And her proud Walls convert into a Deſart. 


Enter Meſſenger. | 
Meſſ. All Corinth is in Arms, and Periander, © 
Or elſe ſome Friend of his, with Fire and Sword, 
Opens a Paſſage to your Palace Walls. [ Exit. 
Hyp. Fatal Security has prov'd our Banezy 
It muſt be Periander's ſelf that heads em, 
Some neigb'ring Pow'rs have lent their friendly Aid. 
Pro. Is there a way in all your courſe of Thought, 
Is't poſſible this Ruin to avoid? | 
Find out a Method to allay this Storm, | 
That drives upon us with impetuous Speed. 
Hyp. O dire Event! Deſtruction is at hand! 
No human Pow'r can ward th' impending Blow, 
That like a ruſhing Tide bears all before it, 
And beats each uſeleſs Oppoſition down. | 
Pro. I'll try if this good Sword can make its way : 
The fading Sun ſhall with a Luſtre ſer 


And, 
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And, as I liv'd, I'll bravely dye a King. [ Exit. 
Hyp. There is. one Hope remaining ſtill behind, 

One ſlender Twig that offers ro my Aid, 

Tis my laſt Hold to break the threat'ning Fall, 

For. I. can juſtly in my Favour plead, 

That I from Procles his Abode conceabd: 

Or, if I can, to make my Pardon ſure, 

I'll give the Tyrant to his juſt Revenge. Exit. 


SCENE Drau and diſcovers, Zeno 
a2nd Alcander. 


Zen. Oh what a Scene of Woes has Corinth known? 
A general Horror glares on ey'ry Face; 
You ſec em walk the Streets with Heads reclin'd, 
Their Hands cach Moment lifted to the Gods, 
But Heay'n, relentleſs Heav'n, rejects their Pray'rs; 
A Peſtilence not half that Havock makes; 
A trifling Ill compar'd with what we feel: 
A Tyrant's not a Man, but worſt of Monſters, 
That triumphs o'er a horrid Scene of Blood, 
Riots and revels in all human Woes; 
Ambition and Content ne'er dwell together; 
No, like her Siſter Avarice, ſhe craves 
For more, and in the midſt of Plenty ſtarves. 
Alc. Oh what a Spectacle my Eyes beheld! 
A miſerable Wretch to Slaughter led, 
While his Tormentor with a ſettl'd Face, 
On his bare Fleſh, a thouſand Laſhes gave, 
And his whole Body ſeem'd one ſingle Wound; 
But with what Joy, what Tranſport, did I ſeo 


The 
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The ſuff' ring Wretch bear all with Mind xeſoly'd! 
With wbat a Reſolution did he ſpeak? 

Whip me with Scorpions, flea theſe mangl'd Limbs j 
Vet will I tell thee Procles to thy Face, 

Thou art a Brute, and not of human Kind. 

Zen. Oh, .cou'd but Corinth give us ten ſuch Men, 
Soon wou'd we pull the Tyrant from his Throne, 
And free our Country from the dreadful Plague. 
Tyrants are plac'd as Comets in the Sky, 


To make us unbelieving Mortals wiſe 


Such Prodigies as theſe are giv'n, to prove 
There is a Deity that rules che World. 
Alc. It moves ſuch Indgnation in my Breaſt, 


"Thar far from Corinth will I take my Flight, 


No Scene of Horror more ſhall blaſt my Eyes, 
Bur ſafe from Tyrants in ſome Deſart live, 
Nor with the Thought of Man profane my Breaſt; 
Secure from all that are of human Race, 
The Beaſts, leſs ſavage, ſhall ſupply his Place; 

In this bleſt Solitude I'll ſpend my Days, 


And gently ſteal from Liſe, by flow Decays. ¶Exeuni. 


Enter Periander, Lycon, &c. Procles and Hypſenor, 
in Chains. 


Per. Heav'n form'd thee ſure for Periander's Scourge, 
The keeneſt Arrow in the Hand of Death; 


For ev'n your Eyes, like Baſilisks, deſtroy : 
It is not fit that you ſhou d draw a Breath, 
That breathes Contagion to this wretched World. 
Pro. Oh Fool! that I ſhou'd ſuffer rhee to live! 
When with a Word, I had pronounc'd thee dead; 
Weak as I was, I Ray'd to fee thee firſt 
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Curſe thy own Hand, that took AMeliſſa's Life, 
J hop'd to fee thee in Deſpair and Rage, 
When thou had'ſt call'd on Death, and call'd in "ue, 
Turn thy own Sword againſt a hated Life. 

Per. Sure tis ſome Fiend ſent from th' Infernal Shades, 
To fpread Deſtruction whereſoc'er he goes, 
And with one Look to blaſt the Works of Nature. 


Enter Ariſtides. 

That face of filent Grief ſpeaks more than Words, 
Thar Fate, Jove's buſy Agent, flill purſues me. | 

Ariſt. Your Fears too fure preſage, for Lycophron 
Is Dead —— the Victim of Corcyra's Hate. 

Per. My Son dead too. — This is a Wound indeed: 
Villain! infernal Villain! 'tis thy doing. 
Then Vengeance to thy Work. Dye, Traytor, dye! 


Meliſſa! tis Meliſſa gives the Blow, 
And Lycophron thus ſends it to thy Heart. [Stabs Procles: 


Pro. Know that my Soul remains unconquer'd ſtill. 

On me thou may'ſt thy utmoſt Malice try; 

Thee and thy Gods :I equally deſpiſe: 

Some artful Prieſts ſuch Deitics have form'd, 

And eaſy Mortals thus thro' Craft deceiv'd, 

Such pious Frauds as real Truths believ'd. 
I ſcorn to imitate the vulgar Way, : 
Nor will to Heav'n the leaſt Obedience pay, £ 
Ambition is my Idol, and Extent of Sway; 
Since here my great Deſigus abortive lye, 

In a new World I'll now my Fortune try. [Diss. 
Per. See with what guilt Hyp/enor hangs his Head; 


| Not one ſince the Creation of the Globe, 


Has c' er committed half his impious Deeds; 
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J will invent new Tortures for this Wretch ; 

Give him but Food enough to keep in Life, 

To-morrow let his Portion ſtill be leſs, 

That Worms may prey on him before he dies, 

And piecemeal he may moulder into Duſt. 
[Hypſenor carry d of 

"Tis well; ye Gods! I read your Wrath too plain, 

The Oath I broke, well has your Juſtice paid; 

But hold, be dry my Eyes, while for a Moment 

I bravely rouze up all the Man within, 

To do one act of Juſtice to the World; 

Then boldly leave it with the Scorn it merits: 

My Son! this Tear! and now no moe Farewell. 

Attend Corinthians — As your King I've liv'd, 

Jour Friend I'll dye, The Gods have broke your Cheim 

They have reveng'd your Injuries on me: 


My Son! my Wife! down, down, thou rifing Sorrow! 


Officious Grief! can't thou not pauſe a Moment? 


Reſume your Rights, your Liberties reſume, 


Your Liberty preſerve as Heav'n's beſt Gift; 
Replace your Magiſtrates, your Laws revive, - 
And let em be Religiouſly obſery'd: 

Ler Piety, let Purity of Manners 

Be once again the Character of Corinth: 

Be Emulous for Virtue, not for Pow'r, 
Obey with readineſs, that Power obey, 


Whoſe Labour is the Publick Good — for me 


Arift. Live Periander, ſince Affliction's School 


Has taught thee thou' rt a Man; and that thy Subjects 


Are Men like thee— Thy Pow'r muſt make em happy: 
Live Periander, and aſſume your Crown. 


Per. My Crown! O no! I ſee it now too plain: 
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A ſtate of Vanity! a golden Woe! 


Leave me, my Friends; may Heav'n protect your State, 
Be Free, be Great, be Happy, and Adore 
The Gods * make you ſo — The Task is done. 


[Exeunt all but Ne 


And now for Death — Death! what is that? 'tis Bliſs! 


'Tis Eaſe from Pain; Ceſſation too from Thought! 
Where is the Fool wou'd venture on this World, 
Were he himſelf the Maſter of his Fate? 

Cou'd Man but pry into the gloomy Scene, 

He ne' er wou'd caſt one ſingle Thought upon it. 
Now to the deſtinꝰd Place of Death J go, 

To rid me of the Follies and the Cares, 

To cloſe at once the Pageant Scene of Life, ¶ Exit. 


SCENE Clem to the Sea-Shore = 


Enter Ariſtides. 


Ariſt. If I offend, yet will he ſure forgive 
The fond O'erflowing of officious Love: 
Here muſt I take my ſolemn laſt Farewell; 
For I ſee plain, that he is fixt to dye, 
Nor can I blame him for it. Who wou'ld live 
To be a conſtant Torment to himſelf? ? 
When ev'ry Object, ev'ry Thought muſt ſet 
Full in his view the Murder of his Queen; 
To think that ſhe was Innocent, and Virtuous, 
To think, that this fair Flow'r fell by his Hand, 


VUntimely fell, is more than Man can bear. 


See where he comes, loſt in ſome dire Deſign, 


That ſeems as if 'twere ripe for Execution. 


Emer 


„ SERIANDER 
Enter Periander at @ Diftance. 


- Per. What is this Fear of f Death? this Shock to 
Nature? 
That makes ns Mudder thus at Diſſolution: 
Death's nothing but the way ward Child of Fancy, 
A Fantome, that we dreſs in borrow'd Colours, 
A Form, that in oor fickly Brain alone 
Exiſts, and tertible to none bur Cowards ; 
With Joy I meet thee as my laſt Recourſe, 
Thou only Good! thou certain Cure for Life! 
Arift. O Periander, my foreboding Soul 
Dreads ev'ry Ill from this Excefs of Sorrow. 
Per. Caſt thy Eye round this ſpacious Globe of Earth 


And tell me if thou know'ft a fingle Wretch, 


W hoſe Griefs are parallel to thoſe I feel: 

Vet not like others will I curſe the Gods, 

Nor dye blaſpheming with my lateſt Breath: 

Pride was not made for ſuch a Worm as Man, 

Nor Anger for a Wretch that's born of Woman 

Then let each King this uſeful Leſſon know, 

That we are more inferior to rhe Gods, 

Than the leaſt Inſe& when compar'd to Man; 

Compar'd to them — the World is but a Grain, 

A Drop of Dew, that as it falls, is loft, 

Heay'n in a Moment ſpeaks us into Nothing, 

Lays us with other Reptiles in the Duſt. 
Ariſt. Exert your ſelf, be Periander till ; 

Joy ſhall again flow in with proſperous Tide, 

And Time efface each Sorrow in your Heart. 
Per. Years roll'd on Years, can't wear it from my 

"Thoughts; 
This World and I are weary of each other, 
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And quite tir'd out with fach a long Acquaintance, | 
Now I am fixt to caſt the Burden off; | 
If you're my Friend, then leave me ro my ſelf; 
Thoughts of Importance labour in my Brain, 
And, for a while, I wifh to be alone. 

Ariſt. 1 wilf not diſobey chis hard Command, 
For tho' ſevere, yet facted are your Orders 
But let me uſe the precious Moment well; 
Begone ye fooliſh Forms, ye nice Diſtinctions! 
While as a Friend I fold you in my Arms, 
While in full ſtreams the Eye of Sorrow flows, 
Tears choik up all my Words [ can no more, 
This one Embrace, and now Farewell for ever. [ £xi. 

Per. Now with that Calmneſs will I lay down Life, 
As ſome poor Wretch, that tortur'd by Diſcaſc, 
Is glad he's reſcu'd from a Bed of Pain, 
And not one Groan betrays a Coward Fear, 
Tho' on the Brink of a new World he ſtands, 
Ready to launch into Eternity. 
See, where my Slaves, Death's Emiſſaries, wait, 
At one bleſt Stroke to finiſh all my Pain. 
Now to the Shades with Pleaſure ſhall I go, - 
To ſeek for Happineſs in Worlds below. | 


With Pray'rs and Eloquence of Tears I'll try 


To make Melif/a caſt a pitying Eye: 

If for my Crime ſhe will her Pardon give, 

Her Periander ſhall no more deceive y 

But on indulgem Heav'n his Thanks beſtow, 

That with full Scents of Joy crowns ev'ry Woe: [ Exif, 


Enter Zeno, and Alcander. 


Ale, See how the Hand of Heay'n has interpos'd! 
| For 
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For when the Sword of Procles hung in Air, 
Ready to fall on our devoted Heads, 

Juſtice has turn d the Edge upon himſelf,” 
And plung'd it in the Boſom of the Tyrant. 

Zen. Tis ſaid that Periander here deſign'd 
To parc at once with Life, and all its Troubles, 
But, Ariſtides, ſee his Friend is here, 

And ſeems to bring us ſomething of Importance. 


Enter Ariſtides. 


Ariſt. My worthy Lords! your King is now no more; 
Laſt Night he gave this Paper to my Care; 
In it a Tale of Horror is enclos'd : 
On his two Slaves he thus his Order lays, 
To take their Station near the Ocean's Shore, 
And the firſt Man they ſaw approach that Way, 
To ſheath their Daggers in the Wretch's Breaſt : 
T was to this fatal Place he lately came, 
Here fell the Victim of his Servants Swords, 
And in the Sea his Coarſe inglorious lies. 
Zen. Theſe are thy Spoils, Ambition! theſe thy 
Triumphs ! 
Infernal Luft of Pow'r! where-c'er it reigns, 


Like furious Storms broke looſe, it knows no Bound 
Rages and roars, and ſpreads a Waſte around, 
Diſtrafts.the beauteous Order of the Soul, 
While Reaſon only can its Rage controul : 

When ſhe breaks forth, like Night it fleets aways 
And leaves. behind, a calm unſhaded Day. 
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What ! — tab ſo loving, and ſo chaſte a Queen / 


: By a Frirxv. pa £2 
Spoken by Mrs. TOUNGER. 


＋ Here ſtands our Bard, — poor Wretch! in ſuch . 
| Fright ! h 
Think, Ladies, on the Fears of a Firſt Night. 

The Fears ! — "tis well, — but Ladies, You, we know, 
Can quickly make thoſe Fears in Pleaſure flow : 

Tho" for a while he droops, You quickly can 
Raiſe him to Life, and warm him into Man. 

As for the Criticks, — Thoſe Lil take in Band; 
Bleſs me — 1vow, —— here ſeems a friphiful Band 
Of ſome, who come to judge, and ſome for Fun, 
Some, pho would ſhew they've Wit, and ſome, they*ve none. 
Authors, ho damn becauſe they can't ſucceed, ; 
Foplings, who cenſure what they cannot read. 
Theſe, while the Work of Envy they perform, 
Roar in the Tumul, and enjoy the. Storm. E 

But know, the Author's Champion I appear, | | 
Aud. for ten Nights dare you to meet me here. 
Nay, — don't ye, — hideous Creatures ! don't ge frown, 
1 foon ſhall find @ way to take ye down. | ei 
And ſhall — before we part, — ſhall make you ſay, | 
Zou re ſatisfy'd, — extreamly with the Play. 

Zet, when all's done, this Bard provokes my Spleen, 


To draw his Dagger ! that a Husband's Play“ 
Husbands ſhould kill us in a different Way. . 
Kill us with Rindneſs, — let cm if they can, 
That May each Wonian dares to face her Man. 

Dar Author's young, then take him to your Care, 
The Youth were akvays Favourites of the Fair. 
If you approve, no Critick dares to frown, - & 
But grows polite, and lays Ill manners down. 

The Britiſh Fair can never {mile in yain, 

One Smile from them ver-pays an Age of Pain. 
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An EPILOGUE to PERTAND ER, 


_Deſign'd to have been ſpoken by Mrs. Buchanan 


Corinth 20 more ber Freedom then had gain d, 


In general Ruin thus involv'd us all, 
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Written by a FRIEND: 


in the Character of Meliſſa. 


ELL, Sirs, this Scene of Tragick Sorrow's paſt, 
Thank Heav' n, we're all in Statu quo at laſt ; 
Corinth zo Liberty again reftor'd, | 
And I to Life to chuſe another Lord. 
Our Author dext'rouſiy made me away, 5 


Before be brought his Commonwealth in play, 
My Eyes had ſtill maintain d a Regal Sway. 
Was it not hard —— to make a Queen fortgo ö 
Her State — This all our City Ladies know. N 
And then for Procles — why Pd ſurely had him 

F but tavoid that odious Word — plain Madam 

On Pow'r alone depends a Woman's Fate, 

Me covet — not the Man — but his Eſtate; 

Beſides — the Diff rence *twixt a Chamber-reaſon, 

And that impos'd on me — ferſooth! a Priſon: 

A=while at leaſt the Tyrant ſhou'd have feign d, : 


Nor I— @ Martyr — but @ Princeſs reigu d. 
But ſince the perjur'd Periander's Fall 


Let ev'ry gen'rous Fair indulge a Tear, 
Well did we ſuffer — to be pity'd here. 

The Liberty theſe happy Kingdoms boaſt, 
Were fruitleſs ſpou'd Humanity be loſt; 
Yet the the Fanguiſh'd may Compaſſion claim, 
And *tis à Debt to Periander's Fame, 


Soon will our Pity own a nobler Cauſe 


Of dying Freedom, and expiring Las; 

And let this fav'rite Maxim ſtand confeſt, 

(May Heav'n deep root it in each Briton's Breaſt) 
That all the Virtues, tho they meet in one, | 
Can never. for a Tyrant's Name attone. 
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